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A CORRESPONDENT, after obferving that the EUROPEAN MAGAZINE has 
lately furnifhed the World with feveral: literary curiofities, defires we vill infert 
the following NoTES on Ovip’s ART OF LOVE, 8vo. 1709, which are tran~ 


o 


to Mr. Pops, in his own hand-writing, on the blank leaves. ; 


NOTES by 
AMONG a thoufand errors in the 


notes to this book thefe are a few 

(in the notes on Book 1.). 

“ P. 63. (Ovid relates the whole fa- 
* ble of Chiron andSaturn’sLove to Phil- 
“ lyra in the sth Book De Faftis).” 

The Fable of Saturn and Phillyra is 
not told there, but only the death of 
Chiron related. . 

“© P, 68. (The Romans met in the 
““ Temple of Venus to mourn Adonis, 
*¢ and infamous a€ts of lewdnefs were 
<< therecommitted, if we may believe Ju- 
“© venal, Sat- 6. Nam quo Aon proftrat 
“< femina templo?”) 

This verfe is in the 9th Satire, lin. 24, 
and makes nothing to the purpofe in re- 
gard to Venus’s Temple more than any 
other temple: for Juvenal there men- 
tions four temples, but none of them 
this. : 

“6 P. 75. (The number of the Sabines 
© ravifhed Valerius Antias makes to be 
“* 427, and Jubas (as Plutarch writes 
** in the life of Romulus) fwells it to 
** 600.” | 

Plutarch himfelf quotes Valerius An- 
tias afirming the number to be 509, and 
Jubas 683- Vid. Plur. in Rom. 


“~ 


** (CP. 86. After Ovid had treated the 


{cribed with all their peculiarities from the original copy, formerly bejonging 


Mr. POPE, 


“* fubje&t of Pafiphae and the Bull fo 
** elegantly, in the 1sth of the Met. he 
‘ thews the excellency of ‘his genius in 
“¢ adding fo much to it here.’’) : 
Ovid does not treat of this ftory at all 
in the ysth ot the Metam.. he only juft 
names Pafiphae in lin. 500. -So this re- 
mark is impertinent. ~ © 
— © P. g4. (Acontius wrote on a golden 
‘¢ apple the verfes which are cited in 
* Cydippe’s Epittle.)” | 
_ The verfes are fa far from being cited 
there, that Cydippe exprefsly avoids 
citing them, in thefe words: 
Mittiter ante pedes matum cum car- 
“mine talim ae 
“¢ Hei mihi! juravi nune quoque pani . 
6 fbi. ae ; 
7 | Ovid. Ep. Cyd. lin. ro7. 
_ The verfes in the Hiftory of Love, 
page 439- beginning—You haunt me 
ftill, &c. to the very end of that poem, 
are excellent, and worth all the reft cf 
the book (seo faltem judicio), 
_ To this may be added, that Mr. Pope 
had put the name of Mr. Yalden as 
tranflator of the 2d Book, which 1s anony- 
mous, and A. Manwaring, Efq. of the 
Court of Love. z 


mea Te 


«. 


c™~ 
t ea ; 
Shas 
. ™ 
oe OS 
\ < SS 
Sy a 
as 
we 
aes 
7 ON - 
ni 
4 se 
oo 
N 
Sg 
\ 






= 7 ot 
webeteel oF —_* . ae 
« - geersuay SS ey 
. ; : 7 — 7 
ae roe" ee . 
= 4 ae ; 
a 7 Set ose 
| | . 
-— | 
E 3 . 
‘he ait : eS 
‘4 e aad ho 2 ide - . : 
/ oe p: = | 
ae . | | | 
: : | 
% . 
. | oa 
t “: : | : 
” * ; 
~ / ; 
) ' 7 , 
. e 
f t. a ; 
: i ; Cm . 
ea ae . : 
. . . we ae 
¢ . , 
t ; . | | 
| | = . 
: " ‘ : ‘ . s : 
: , ‘ . “ rj , Va 
14 ily : : : 
7 ot at 
. : : | 
: : Ne ott 
‘e 
. a | | : 
° 
. 
° 
e 
: 
; - 
. ° ~ 
& 
: 
° | | 
| va : 
. . a : 
“i > ; : | 
gut : 7 af . 
H 
- r 7 | 
‘ : ; 
-” 
4 are r 
N 
y 





* s 
\ 
wean, ; - > 
* . : ; | 
) | | | ‘ : ° e ‘ 
ans : a eee ; 
a” - ~ > : aa : aay age Mare eae 7 os 7 euem, oF a = Cee ed To = ‘ oe dap eset ~ " we Px 2 =, . > { 
Sess oe, wa tad > o 


ul . nat 
Pt |_Saea ae Sh yen th, 
: : yy 


aes 


SaaS 


= 


eae 
So 


> 


ah 


allast 


~~ 
1 





| 


oO VO lL Ds 
ART of LOVE 


IN THREE BOOKS. 
Together with his 
RE MEDYof LOVE 
Tranflated into Englifh si 
BY 


| Seeral Eminent Hands, 





To which are added, 


The COURT LOVE 


_A Tale from. CH AUCE R, 
AND THE © 


HISTORTOFLOVE 


Abdo R.N'D with Curs. 





Lendon : Printed fox Fac cob Tonjonat Grays Ln Gate, 1 next 
(Grdys-InmLane. 1709. 
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To the Right Honourable 7 


Eary of Burlington 


My Lord, 
UR Poet’s Rules,- in eafie numbers, tell 
He felt the Paffion, he defcribes fo well. 
In that foft Art fuccefsfully refin’d, 
Tho’ angry Cefar frown’d; the Fair were kind. 
a . 
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© EDICATIO N 
More Iilsfrom Love, than Tyrant’s Malice flow ; 


| Jove Thunder trikes lef fure than Cupid's Bow. . 


- 


+. ee. ' 


~ Ovid Both felt thé bat and found the Rafe: 
Phyficians ftudy moft their own Difeafe. © 
The Practice of that Age in this we try, 
Ladies wou'd liften then, and Lovers lie. 
Who flatter’d mott the Fair were moft polite, 
Fach thought her own Admirer in the right: | 
To be but faintly rude was criminal, 
But to be boldly fo, atton’d for all. 
Breeding was banith’d for the fair One’s fake, 
The Sex ne’er gives, but faffers ours fhowd take. 


Advice to you, my Lord, in vain we bring, 


The Flow’rs ne’er fail to meet the bloomingSpring. 


‘Tho’ you poffefs all Nature’s Gifts, take care ; 


- Love’s Queen has Charms, but fatal is her Snare. 


On 


~ ‘ 


a ee ee ne a en Swe ome es 
@ : is ee woe : . x 
~ Sa ¥ 2 tne. toe . be ae “se 


DEDICATION. 


On all that Goddefs her falfe Smiles beftows, 

| As on the Seas fhe Reigns, from whence fherofe. 
Young Zephirs figh with fragrant Breath, foftGales, 

- Guide her gay Barge, and fwell the filken Sails: 

Each filver Wave in beauteous Order moves, 
Fair as her Bofom, gentle as her Doves; 

. But he that once embarks, too furely finds | 
A fullen Sky, black Storms, and angry Winds, 
Cares, Fears, and Anguith, hovting on the Goaft, 
And Wracks of Wretches by their Folly loft. 


When coming Time fhall blefs you witha Bride, 
Let Paffion not perfuade, but Reafon guide: 
- Inftead of Gold, let gentle Truth endear; | 
she has moft Charms that is the moft fincere. | 
'. Shun vain Variety, ‘tis but Difeafe ; 
Weak Appetites are ever hard to’pleafe. - 
| - « a The 


DEDICATIO N 
The Nymph mutt fear to be inquifitives ; | 
"Fis for the Sex’s Quiet tobelieve. 8 =. = 
Her Air an eafie Confidence fnuft fhow; | 
And fhun to find what fhe wou'd dréad to know ; 
Still charming with all Arts that can engage, 
And be the Jutrana of the Age. 
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- Tranflated, fome Years fince, 2 
By ‘Mr. D.R TD EN. 


@- awa 


Muft learn his Rudiments, by reading me. 
Seamen with failing Arts their Veffels move; 
Art guides the Chariot, Art infiruéts to Love. 
Of Ships and Chariots others know the Rule; _ 
But Lam Méefter in Love's mighty School. i’ | 


e Copia School, whoe’ er wou ‘d ‘ie — 


B 2 a Cupid 





And Rage were fil'd, and both were Goddets- 


2 OVI D’s dl 


Cupid indeed is obftinate and wild, 

A ftubborn God; but yet the God's a Child: 
Eafie to govern in his tender Ages 

Like fierce Achilles in his Pupillage. _ m 
That Heroe, born for Conquelt,’ vicaidian flood 
Before the Centaur, and receiv'd the Rod. | 
As Chyron mollify’d his cruelMind- 
With Art; and taughthis Warlike Hands to wind 
The Silver Strings of his melodious Lyre: 





So Love's fair Goddefs does my Soul infpire 
To teach her fofter Arts; to footh the Mind, 
And fmooth the rugged Breafts of Human Kind. ~~~ 


‘Yet Cupid and Achilles, each with Scorn 


Born. 
The Bull reclaim’d and yok'd, a Burden draws : 
The Horfe receives the Bit within his Jaws. | 
: | And © 
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_ And ftubborn Love fhall bend beneath 1 my Sw ayy 

‘Tho ftrugling oft he ftrives to difobey.. | 
He fhakes his Torch, he wounds me with his Datts: 

But vain his Force, and vainer are his Arts. 

The morehe bums my Soul, or wounds my ‘Sight, 


_ The more he teaches to revenge the Spight. 


 Tboaft no Aid the Delphian God affords, 
Nor Aufpice from the flight of chattering Birds; a 
Nor Clio, nor her Sifters havel fen, : 
As He efiod {aw them on the fhady Green: 

Experience makes my Work a Trath {o ava, 

You may — mat Venus be my Guide, 


| Far hence = alice: who bind your Hair ; 
_ And Wives, who Gowns below your Ankles wear. 


4. OVIDs 


IT fing the Brothels loofe and unconfin’d, 
Th’ unpunifhable Pleafures of the Kind; 
Which all a-like, for Love, or Mony find. 





You, who in Cxpid’s Rolls infcribe your Name; ."- 


Firft {eek an Object worthy of your Flame; 
Then firive with Art, your Lady’s Mind to gain: 
And lait, provide your Love may long remain. 
On thefe three Precepts all my Work fhall move: 


Thefe are the Rules and Principles of Love. 


- Before your Youth with Marriage is oppreft, 
Make choice of one who fuits your Humour belt ; 
And fuch a Damf{el drops not from the Sky 5 ; 


She muft be fought for with a curious Eye, 


The wary Angler, in the winding Brook, 
Knows what the Fifh, and where to bait his Hook. 
The 


Art of Love. | 5 





The Fowler and the Huntfman know by N ame, 
The ean Haunts, and Harbour of their Game. 
So muft the Lover beat the fikelieft Grounds; 

Th’ Affemblies where his Quarry moft abounds. - 
~ Nor fhall my Novice wander far aftray ; | 
Thefe Rules fhall put him in the ready Way, 
Thou fhalt not fail around the Continent, 

As far as Perfeus, or 28 Paris went : 

For Rome alone affords thee fuch a Store ; 

Asall the World can hardly fhew thee more.. fo 
The Face of Heav’n withefewer Stars 1s crown'd : 


Than Beauties in the Romaz Sphere are found. 


‘Whether thy Love is bent on blooming Youth, 


On dawning Sweetnefs, in unartful Truth ; 


Ba CY 
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‘Or courts the juicy Joys of riper Growth; 
| Here mayft thou find thy full Defires.in both. 
Or if Autumnal Beauties pleafe thy Sight ; 
( An Age that knows to give, and take Delight; ) 
Millions of Matrons of the graver Sort, | 


In common Prudence, will not balk the Sport. 


In Summer Heats thou need{t but only go 
To Pompey’s cool and fhady Portico; 
Or Concord’s Fane; or that Proud Edifice, ~ 
— Whofe Turrets near the bawdy Suburb rife: 
Or to that other Portico, where ftands 
The cruel Father, urging his Commands ; 
And fifty Daughters wait the Time of Ref, 


To plunge their Ponyards in the Bridegroom’s 


Br eaft. ae: 
Or Venus Temple; hee, on Annual Nights, 
‘They mourn Adonis with Affyrian Rites. 


Nor 
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Nor ths the Joni Walk, _— the foul Drove, 
On Sabbaths, reft from every. thing but Love, 
Nor Ifts ‘Temple ; for that facred Whore -- > 
Makes others, what ‘to Jove fhe was before. 
And if the Hall it felf'be not bely’d, | 
Even there the Caufe. of Love isoften try’di 
Near it at leaft, or in the Palace Yard : 
From whence the noify: Combatants are heard. 
The crafty Counfellors, in formal Gown, 
There gain another’s Caufe, but lofe their own. ©’ 
There Eloquence is nonpluft inthe Sute ; 7 
Aad Lawyers, who had Words at Will, are mute, 
Venus, trom her adjoyning Temple, fmiles, . 
To fe ee them caught 3 in their litigious‘ Wiles. | 
Grave Senators lead home the Youthful Dame; 
Returning Clients, when they Patrons came. 
But above all, the Play-Houfe is the Place; pF 
There’s Choice of ‘Quarry. in 1 that 1 narrow ‘Chace. 
There 
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There take thy Stand, and fharply looking out, 
Soon mayft thou find a Miftrefs in the Rout; 
For Length of Time, or for a fingle Bout. 

The Theatres are Berries for the Fair: 

Like Ants on Mole-hills, thither they repair ; 
Like Bees to Hives, fo numeroufly they throng, 
Tt may be faid, they to that Place belong. 
Thither they fwarm, who haye the publick Voice: 
There choofe, if Plenty not diftra&ts thy Choice, © 
To fee, and to be feen, in Heaps they run; | 


Some to undo, and fome to be undone, 


From Romulus the Rife of Plays began, 
To his new SubjeSts a commodious Man : 
Who, his unmarried Soldiers to {upply, 
Took care the Common-Wealth fhould multiply : 
Providing Sabze Women for his Braves, 
| Like a true King, to get a Race of Slaves. 
a His 
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His Play-Houfe, not of Paria Marble made, 

Nor was it {pread with purple Sayls for Shade. 

‘The Stage with Rufhes, or with Leaves they 
ftrow’d : | | 

| No Scenes in Profpect, no machining God. 

~ On Rows of homely ‘Turf they fate to fee, 

‘(Crown’d with the Wreaths of every common Tree. 

There, while they fit in ruftick Majetty, 

Each Lover had his Miftrifs in his Eye; 

And whom he faw moft {uiting tohis Mind, |, 

For Joys of matrimonial Rape defign’d, 

Scarce con’d they wait the P/swdit in their Hafte; 

But e’re the Dances and the Song were pait, 

The Monarch gave the Signal from his Throne; _ 

And rifing, bad his merry Men fall‘on. 

The Martial Crew, like Soldiers ready preft, 

Juft at the Word (the Word tao was the Beft ) 


With 
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With joyful Cries each other ahimate, | 
Some choofe, and fome at Hazzard ftize their 
Mate. | | 


As Doves from Eagles, or from Wolves the Lambs, 


So from their lawlefs Lovers fly the Dames, 

Their Fear was one, but not one Face of Fear ; 

Some rend the lovely Trefles of their Hair : | 

Some fhreik, and fome are ftruck with dumb De- 
{pair en ae 

Her abfent Mother, one invokes in vains . . 

One ftands amaz’d, not daring to complain; 

‘The nimbler truft their Feet, the flow remain, 

- But nought availing, allare Captives led, 

Trembling and Blufhing, to the Genial Bed. 

_ She who too long refifted, or deny’d, ome 

The lufty Lover made by Force a Bride; ¢ 


And with fuperiour : Strength, ‘compell’d her -o§ 


his:Side. 


‘Then. 


4 
oe ge 
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Then footh’d her thus le My Soul’s far better 
Ceafe weeping, nor affli& thy tender Heart : 


For what thy Father to thy Mother was, 


That Faith to thee, that folemn VowI pafs! 


Thus Romulus became fo popular; ; 
_. This was the Way to thrive in Peace and War; - 
To pay his Army, and frefh Whores to bring : 

Who wow’d not fight for fuch a gracious King! - 


Thus Love in Theaters did: firft improve ; | - 
And Theaters are ftill theSceneofLove. ... 
Nor fhun the Chariots, and the Courfer’s Race; _ | 

- The Circus is no inconvenient. Place. -_ ae 
~ No need is there of talking on the Hand ; — | 
Nor Nods, nor'Signs, which Lovers underftand, 


- But 
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But boldly next the fair your Seat provide ; 
Clofeas you can to let's; and Side by Side. 
Pleas’d or unpleas’d, no matter; cr rowding fit ; 
For fo the Laws of publick Shows permit. | 
‘Then find Occafion to begin Difcourfe ; 
Enquire whofe Chariot this , and whefe that 
— Horfe? , : 
To whatfoever Side the is inclin’d, - 
Suit all your Inclinations to her Mind : 
Like what the likes, from thence your Court bes 
gin; a 
And whom fhe favours, wifh that he may win. | 
But when the Statues of the Deities, | . 
. In Chariots roll’d, appear before the Prize; 
When Venus comes, with deep Devotion rife. 
Tf Duft be on her Lap, or Grains of Sand; 
Brufh both away with your officious Hand: 


If « 
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If none be there, yet brufh that nothing thence ; : 
And ftill to touch her Lap make fome Pretence. 
Touchany thing of hers; and if her Train 

Sweep on the Ground, let it not fweep in vain 7 
But gently take it up, and wipe it clean: 

And while you wipe, it with obferving Eyes, 

Who knows but you may fee her naked Thighs?’ * 
Obferve who fits behind her; and ‘beware, 8 
Left his incroaching’ Knee fhou’d prefs the Fair. 
Light Service takes light Minds: For fome cantell 
Of Favours won; by laying Cufhions well; 
By Fanning Faces, fome their Fortune meet a 


And fome by laying Footftools for their Feet. 


Thefe Overtures of Love the Circus gives; _ 


Nor at the Sword-play lefs the Lover thrives ; 
For there the Son of Venus fights his Prize ; 


And deepe% Wounds are oft receiv’d from Eyes. 


- . One 


14 OVID’s 

One, while the Crowd ther Acclamations make; 
Or while he Betts, and puts his Ring to Stake, " 
Isftruck from far, and feels the flying Dart ; - : 
- of the aan ismadea Part, =. 


- Cafer weu wd reprefenta Naval Fight, 

For his own Ffonour, and for Rowe’s Delight. 
From either Sea the Youths and Maidenscome; . 
And all the World was then contain’d in Rome! 
In this vaft Concourfe, i in this Choice of Game; a 
“What Roman Heart but felt a foreign Flame ?: 
Once more our Prince prepares to make us glad ; 
And thé remaining Eaft to Rome will add. 
Rejoice. you Roman Souldiers in your Urns, : 
Your, Enfigns from the Parthians thall retum; 
And the flain Crafi fhall no longer mourn, - . 


OA Youth i is fent thofe Trophies to demand ; 


And bears his Father’s Thunder in. his Hand: 
: | _ Doube 


—s 
° 
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Doubt not th’ Imperial Boy in Wars unfeen, - 
InChildhood all of Cefar’s Race are Men. 
Celeftial Seeds fhoot out before their Day, 


- Prevent their Years, and brook no dull Delay. 


Thus Infant Hercules the Snakes did prefs ; 

And in his Cradle did his Sire confefs. 

Bacchus a Boy, yet like a Hero fought . , 

And early Spoils from conquer’d India brought. 


Thus you your Father’s Troops fhall lead to Fight; 


And thus {hall vanquifh in your Father’s Right. 
Thefe Rudiments you to your Lineage owe; 
Born to increafe your Titles as you grow. 
Brethren you had, Revenge your Brethren flain; 
You have a Father, and his Rights maintain. 

m’d by your Country’s Parent, and your own, 


Redeem your Country, and reftore his Throne. — 


| C | Your 


se tas a , 
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Your Enemies affert an impious Caufe ; 

You fight both for divine and humane Laws. 

_ Already in their Caufe they are o’ercome ; 

Subject them too, by Forceof Arms, to Rome. 
Great Father Mars with greater Ce/ar joyn ; 

To give a profperous Omen to your Line : 

One of you is, and one fhall be divine. 

I prophecy you fhall, you fhall o’ercome ; 

My Verfe fhall bring you back in Triumph Home, 
Speak in my Verte, exhort toloud Alarms : 

O were my Numbers equal to your Arms. 

Then will I fing the Parthians Overthrow : 

Their Shot averfe fent froma flying Bow. 

The Parthians, who already flying fight ;. 
Already give an Omen of ther Flight. 

© when will come the Day, by Heaven defign’d, 
~ When thou the beft and faireft of Mankind, 


Drawn 
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Drawn by white Horfes fhalt in Triumph ride, 
With conquer’d Slaves attending on thy Side; 
Slaves, that no longer’can be fafe in Flight ; 

O glorious Object, O furprizing Sight, 

O Day of Publick Joy ;too good to end in Night! 
On fuch a Day, if thou, and next to thee, 

Sqme Beauty fits the SpeCtacle to fee: 

If fhe enquire the Names of conquer’d Kings, 
‘OF Mountains, Rivers, and their hidden Springs ; 
An{wer to all thou knoweft; and if need be, 

Of things unknown feem to {peak knowingly : 
This is Euphrates, crown’d with Reeds; and there 
Flows the fwift Tigris, with his Sea-green Hair. 
Invent new Names of things unknown before; . 
Call this Armenia; that the C a{pian Shore: 

Call this a Mede, and that a Parthian Youth; 
Talk probably ; no Matter for the Truth. 


C 2 | In 
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In Feafts, as at our Shows, new Means abound: 

More Pleafure there, than that of Wine is found. — 

The Paphian Goddefs there her Ambuhh lays; 

And Love betwixt the Horns of Bacchus plays: 

Defires enereafe at ev'ry fwillin ¢ Draught; | 

" Brisk Vapours add new Vigour to the Thought. 

There Czpia’s purple Wings no Flight afford; 

But wet with Wine, he flutters onthe Board. 

He fhakes his Pinnions, but he cannot move : 

Fix’d he remains, and turns a Maudlin Love. 

Wine warms the Blood, and makes the Spirits 
— flow ; | 

“Care flies, and Wrinkles from the Forehead go: 

Exalts the Poor, Invigorates the Weak ; 


Givts Mirth and Laughter, anda Rofy Cheek. 


Bold 
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Bold Truths it {peaks ; and {poken, dares main- 
tain: . oC 

And brings our old Simplicity again. 

‘Love fparkles in the Cup, and fills it higher: 

Wine feeds the Flames, and Fuel adds to Fire. 

But choofe no Miftrefs in thy drunken Fit; 

Wine gilds too much their Beauties and their Wit. 

Nor truft thy Judgment when the Tapers dance; 

But fober, and by Day, thy Sute advance. 

By Day-Light Paris judg’d the beauteous Three; 

And for the faireft,. did the: Prize decree. 

Night is a Cheat, and all Deformities 

Are hid, or leffen’d in her dark Difguife. 

The Sun’s fair Light each Error will confefs, 


In Face, in Shape, m Jewels, and in Drefs, 3 


Why name IT ev’ry Place where Youths abound ? 
Tis Lofs of Time; anda too fruitful Ground. 
C3 The 
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The Bajan Baths, where Ships at Anchor ride, 

And wholefome Streams from Sulphur Fountains 
slide: 

Where wounded Youths are by Experience taught, 

The Waters are lefs healthful than they thought. - 

Or Dian’s Fane, which near the Suburb lies; | 

Where Priefts, for their Promotion, fight a Prize. 

That Maiden Goddefs is Love’s mortal Foe, 

And much from her hisSubje€ts undergo. _ 


Thus far the fportful Mufe, with Myrtle bound, 
Has fung where lovely Laffesmay befound. = 
Now let me fing, how fhe who wounds your Mind, 
With Art, may be to cure your Wounds inclin’d. 
Young Nobles, to my Laws Attention lend: 


And all you Vulgar of my School, attend. 


Firft 
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Firft then believe, all Women may be won; 
Attempt with Confidence, the Work is done. 
The Grafhopper fhall firft forbear to fing, . 

In Summer Seafon, or the Birds in Spring ; 

Than Women can refift your flattering Skill: 

Ev’n She will yield, who fwears fhe never will.’ 
To Secret Pleafure both the Sexes move: 

But Women moft, who moft diffemble Love. 

*T were beft for us, if they wou'd firft declare; 
Avow their Paffion, and fubmit to Prayer. 

The Cow by lowing, tells the Bull her Flame: 
The neighing Mare invites her Stallion to the 

Game. : . a - 
Man is more temp’rate in his Luft than they ; 

And more than Women, can his Paffion {way. | 
Biblis, we know, did firft her Love declare; — 
And had Recourfe to Death in her Defpair. | 
: | C4 Her 
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Her Brother She ; her Father Myrrha fought ; 
And lov’d ; but lov’d not asa Daughter ought. 
Now froma Tree fhe ftills her odorous Tears ; 
Which yet the Name of her who fhed em bears. 


In Ida‘s fhady Valea Bull appear’d ; 
White as the Snow, the faireft of the Herd ; 
A Beauty Spot of black there only rofe, 
Betwixt his equal Horns and ample Brows: _ 
_ The Love and Wih ofall the Cretas Cows. - 
The Queen beheld him as his Head he rear’d ; 
And envy’d ev’ry Leap he gave the Herd, 
A Secret Fire fhe nourifh'd in her Breatt ; 
And hated ev’ry Heifer he carefs’d. 
A Story known, and known for true, I tell; 


Nor Crete, though lying, can the Truth conceal. 


~- 


She 
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She cut him Grafs; (fo much can Love com- 
mand ) 

She ftrok’d, fhe fed him with her Royal Hand: - 

Was pleas’d in Paftures with the Herd to rome; | 
And Minos by the Bull was overcome. | 

Ceafe Queen, with Gemms, tadorn thy beaute~ - 

ous Brows ; > | 

The Monarch of thy Heart no Jewel knows. 

Nor in thy Glafs compofe thy Looks and Eyes ; 

Secure from all thy Charms thy Lover lies: 

Yet truft thy Mirrour when it tells thee true ;_ 

Thou art no Heifer to allure his View. 

Soon wou'dft thou quit thy Royal Diadem 

To thy fair Rivals; to be Horn’d like them. 

If Minos pleafe, no Lover feek to find ; 

If not, at leaft feek one of humane Kind. 


The 
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The wretched Queen the Cretan Court forfakes ; 
In Woods and Wilds, her Habitation makes : 
She curfes ev’ry beauteous Cow fhe fees; 
Ah, why doft thou my Lord and Mafter pleafe! 
And think’{t, ungrateful Creature as thou art, 
‘With frisking awkardly, to gain his Heart. 
She faid ;-and ftraight commands, with frowning 
Look, | 
To put her, undeferving, tothe Yoke. 
Or feigns fome holy Rites of Sacrifice; 
And fees her Rival’s Death with joyful Eyes: 
Then, when the Bloody Prieft has'done his Part ; 
Pleas’d, in her Hand fhe holds the beating Heart: 
Nor from a fcornful Taunt can fcarce refrain; 


Go Fool, and ftrive to pleafe my Love again. 


Now 
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Now fhe wou'd be Europa Io, now : - 
(One bore a Bull; and one was made a Cow. ) 
Yet fhe at laft her Brutal Blifs obtain’ | ; 

And in a woodden Cow the Bull fuftain’d : 
FilPd with his Seed, accomplifh’d her Delire ; 
Til, by his Form, the Son betray’d the Sire. 

If Asreus Wife to Inceft had not run ; 

(But ah, how hard it is to love but one l') 
His Courfers Phebus had not driv’n away, | 
To fun that Sight, and interrupt the Day. 
Thy Daughter, Nifwe, pull’d thy purple Hair; 
And barking Sea-Dogs yet her Bowels tear. 

At Sea and Land Atrides fav'd his Life ; 

Yet fell a Prey to his adult’rous Wife. 

Who knows not what Revenge Medea fought, 

When the flain Offspring bore the Father’s Fault? 
| _ Thus 
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Thus Phenix dida Woman’s Love bewail 

And thus Hippolitus by Phadra fell, | 

Thefe Crimes revengeful Matrons did commit ;-  - 
Hotter their Luft, and fharper is their Wit. 

Doubt not from them an eafie Vidtory : 

Searce of a thoufand Dames will one deny. 

All Women are content that Men fhow’d woe: _ 

She who complains, and She who will not do. 

Reft then fecure, whate’er thy Luck may prove, 

Not to be hated for declaring Love: 

And yet how can’ft thou mifs, fince Woman-kind 
Is frail and vain; and ftillto Changeinclin'd. =, 
- Old Husbands, and ftale Gallants they defpife ; 

And more another’s than their own, they prize. 

A larger Crop: adorns our Neighbour’s Field, 

More Milk his Kine from {welling Udders yield, 


€ 


Fir. » 
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Firft gain. the Maid: By her thou fhalt be fure 
Afree Accefs, and eafie to procure :. ° 
_ Who knows what to her Office does belong, — 
Isinthe Secret, and can hold her Tongue. 

Bribe her with Gifts, with Promifes, and Pray’rs ; 
For her good Word goes far in Love Affairs. 

The Time and fit Occafion leave to her, 

When fhe moft aptly can thy Sute prefer. 

The Time for Maids to fire their Lady’s Blood, 

Is when they find her in a. merry Mood. 

When all things at her With and Pleafure move; 
Her Heart is open then, and free to Love. 

Then Mirth and Wantonnefs to Luft betray, 

And {mooth the Paflage tothe Lover’sWay. —- 
Troy ftood the Siege, when Ald with anxious Care: 
One merry Fit concluded all the War. 


If 
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“If fome fair Rival vex her jealous Mind ; 
Offer thy Service to revenge in Kind. — 
Inftruct the Damfel, while fhe combs her Hair, 
To raife the Choler of that injur’d Fair 
And fighing, make her Miftrefs underftand, 
‘She has the Means of Vengeance in her Hand. 
Then, naming thee, thy humble Suit prefer; 
And {wear thou languifheft and dy’ft for her. 
Then let her lofe no Time, but pufh at all; 
For Women foon are rais’d, and foon they fall. - 
Give their firft Fury Leifure to relent, 
They melt like Ice, and fuddenly repent. 


T enjoy the Maid, will that thy Suit advance? 
Tis a hard Queftion, and a doubtful Chance. 
One Maid corrupted, bawds the better for’t; 
Another for her felf wou’d keep the Sport. 
Thy 
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Thy Bus’nefs may be farther’d or delay’d, 
~ But by my Counfel, let alone the Maid : 
Ev’n tho fhe fhou’d confent to do the Feat; _ 
The Profit’s little, and the Danger great. 

Iwill not lead thee through a rugged Road ; 
But where the Way lies open, fafe, and broad. 
Yet if thou find’ft her very much thy Friend ; 
And her good Face her Diligence commend : 
Let the fair MiftrefS have thy firft Embrace, 


And let the Maidcome after in her Place. 


Butthis I will advife, and mark my Words, 
For “tis the belt Advice my Skill affords: 
If needs thou with the Damfel wilt begin: 
Before th’ Attempt is made, make fure to win: 
For then the Secret better will be kept; : 
And fhe cantell no Tales when once fhe’s dipt. 


Tis 
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*Tis for the Fowlers Intereft to y beware, 

The Bird intangled, fhou’d riot {cape the Snare. 
‘The Fih once prick’d, avoids the bearded Hook ; 
And fpoilsthe Sport of all the neighb’ring Brook. 
But if the Wench be thine, fhe makes thy Way; 
And for thy Sake, her Miftrefs will betray ; 
Tell all fhe knows, and all fhe hears her fay. 

_ Keep well the Counfel of thy faithful Spy: 


So fhalt thou learn whene’er. fhe treads awry.. 


All things the Stations of their Seafons keep: 
And certain.Times there are to fow and reap. 
-Ploughmen and Sailors for the Seafon ftay, 

One to plough Land, and one to plough the Sea: > 
So fhou’d the Lover wait the lucky Day. 

Then -ftop thy Suit; it hurts not thy Defign: 


But think another Hour fhe may be thine. 


And 
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And when fhe celebrates her Birth at home, : 2 
Or when fhe views the publick Shows of Rome : a 
Know all thy Vilits then are troublefome. 6 
Defer thy Work, and put not then to Sea, 
For that’sa boding, anda ftormy Day. 

Elfe take thy Time, and when thou cant, begin 
To break a ‘feri/? Sabbath, think no Sin: 

Nor ev'n on fi uperititious Days abftain: 

Not when the Romans wereat Allja fain. 

Ill Omens in her Frowns are underftood ; _ 
When She’s in humour, ev’ry Day is good. 

But than her Buth-day feldom comes a worfe ; 
When Bribes and Prefents mult be fent of courle ; 
And that’s a bloody Day, that cofts thy Purfe, ' 


Be ftanch; yet Parfimony will be vain : 


The craving Sex will {till the Lover drain. 


No Skill can fhift °em off, nor Art remove; 
They will be Begging when they know we Love, 
D_ The 
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The Merchant comes upon th’ appointed Day, 
‘Who fhall before thy Face, his Wares difplay. — 
To chufe for her fhe craves thy kind Advice ; 
Then begs again, to bargain for the Price: 
But when fhe has her Purchafe in her,Eye, - 
She hugs thee clofe, and kiffes thee to buy. 
- °Tis what I want, and’tis a Pennorth too; — 
In many years I will not trouble you. 
If you complain you have no ready Coin;. 
No matter, tis but Writing of a Line: 
A little Bill, not to be paid at Sight; _ 
| (Write) 
(Now curfe the Time when thou wert taught to — 
She keeps her Birth-day ; you mutt fend the Chear; 
And fhe’{t be Born a hundred times a year. a 
With daily Lies fhe dribs thee into Colt; 
That Ear-ring dropt a Stone, that Ring is foft: 
They often borrow what they never pay 5 


What e’er you lend her think it thrown away. 


ee | Had 
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Had I ten Mouths and Tongues to tell each Att, | 


All wou’d be weary’d e’er Itold a Part. . | 


By Letters; not by Words, tly Love begin ; 
And Foord the dangerous Paflage with thy-Pen. » 
If to her Heart thou aim’ft to find the way, ~~ < 
Extreamly Flatter, and extreamly Pray. 

Priam by Pray’rs did Heéfor’s Body gain 3 

Nor is an Angry God invok’d in vain, - 

With promis'd Gifts her eafy Mind bewitch: 

For ev’n the Poor in promife may be Rich, -- - 
Vain Hopes a while her Appetite will ftay;. > 
"Tis a deceitful, but commodious wav. - 

Who gives is Mad ;. but make her {till believe 

’T will come, and that’s the cheapelt way to give. 
Ev’n barren Lands fair promifes afford r 


But thelean Harvelt cheats the farving. Lord. - 


D 2 | | Buy 
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Buy not thy firft Enjoyment ; left it prove 
Of bad example to thy future Love: — 

But get it gratis ; and fhe’ll give thee more, 
For fear of lefing what fhe gave before. 

The lofing Gamefter fhakes the Box in vain, | 


And Bleeds, and lofes on, in hopes to gain. 


Write then, and inthy Letter, asI faid, — 
Let her with mighty Promifes be fed. 
Cydippe by a Letter was betray’d, 
Writ on an Apple to th’ unwary Maid. 
She read her felf into ‘a Marriage Vow; 
( And ev’ry Cheat in Love the Godsallow.) 
Learn Eloquence, ye noble Youth of Rome ; 
Tt will not only at the Bar o’ercome: 
Sweet words, the People and the Senate move ; 


But the chief end of Eloquence, is Love. 


But 
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But in thy Letter hide thy moving Arts; 
Affect not to be thought a Man of Parts. 

None but vain Fools to fimple Women Preach ; 
A learned Letter oft has made a Breach. 

In a familiar Style your T houghts convey ; 

And Write fuch things, as Prefent you wou’d fay. 
Such words as from the Heart may feem to move: 
Tis Wit enough, to make her think you Love. 

If Seal’d fhe fends it back, and will not read ; 
Yet hope, in time, the bufinefs may fucceed. 

In time the Steer wiil to the Yoke fubmit ; 

In time the reftiff Horfe will bear the Bit. 

Ev'n the hard Plough-fhare, ufe will wear away ; = 
And ftubborn Steel in length of time decay. | 
Water is foft, and Marble hard ; and yet 
We fee, foft Water through hard Marble Fat. 
Though late, yet Troy at length in Tlames expird ; 
And ten years more, Penelope had tid. 


D 3 Perhaps 
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Perhaps, thy Lines unanfwer’d fhe retain’d : | 

_ Nomatter; there’s a Point already gain’d : 

For fhe who Reads, in time will Anfwer too; 

Things muft be left, by juft degrees to grow. | 

Perphaps fhe Writes, but Anfwers with difdain; 

And fharply bids you not to Write again : 7 

_ What fhe requires, fhe fears you fhou’d accord ; 

The Jilt woud not be taken at her word. © | 
Mean time, if fhe pe carried in her Chair, © 

Approach ; but do not feem to know fhe’s there. 

Speak foftly, to delude the Standers by ; 

. Or, if aloud, then {peak ambiguouily, 

If Santring in the Portico fhe Walk, 

Move flowly tOo ; for that’s a time for talk: 

And fometimes follow, fometimes be her guide ; ; : 


‘But ae the Croud permits, go fide by fide. . 


Nor 
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Nor in the Play-Hou/e let her fit alone : 

For fhe’s the Play-Houfe and the Play in one. 

There thou may’ft ogie, or by figns advance 

Thy fuit, and feem to touch her Hand by chance. 

Admire the Dancer who her liking gains, 

And pity in the Play the Lover’s pains; 

For her fweet fake the lots of time defpife ; 

Sit while fhe fits, and when fhe rifes rife. 

. But drefs not like a Fop: nor curle your Hair, . 

Nor with a Punice make your Body bare... -.. 

Leave thofe effeminate and ufelefs toys 

To Eunuchs, who can give nd folid joys. 

Negleét becomes a Man: This Thefews found ; 

Uncurl?’d, uncomb’d, the Nymph his Withes 
Crown’d. | | 

Therough Hippolitus, was Phadra’s cave ; 

And Venus thought the. rude Abus fair, 


D4 : Be 
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Be not too Finical; but yet be clean ; - 

And wear well fafhion’d Cloaths, like other Men. 
Let not your Teeth be yellow, or be foul ; 

Nor in wide Shoes your Feet too loofly roul.. 
Ofa black Muzzel, and long Beard beware ; 
And let a skilful Barber cut your Hair. - 

Your Nailes be pick’d from filth, and even par’d ; 
N or let your nafty Noftrils bud with Beard. 
Cure your unfav’ry Breath gargle your Throat ; 
And free your Arm- pits from the Ram and Goat. 
Drefs not, in fhort, too little, or too much: 


And be not wholly French, nor wholly Dutch. 


Now Bacchus calls meto his jolly Rites : 
Who wou'd not follow, when a God invites 3 e- 
‘He helps the Poet, and his Pen infpires ; 


Kind and indulgent to his former Fires. 


Fair 
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Fair Ariadne wander’d on the fhore. 
Forfaken now; and Thefeas Loves mo more: 
Loofe was her Gown, difhevel’d was her Hair ;. 
Her Bofom naked, and her Feet were bare : 
Exclaiming, in the Waters brink fhe ftood ; 

Her briny Tears augment the briny Flood. 
She fhreik’d, and wept, and both became her Face ; 
No pofture cou’d that Heay’nly form difgrace. - 
She beat her Breaft : T he Traytor’s gone, faid fhe, 
What fhall become of poor forfaker me ? 
What fhall become ---- fhe had not time for more, 
The founding Cymbals'ratled in the Shore, 
She {woons-for fear, fhe falls upon the Ground ; 
No vital heat was in her body found. | | 
The Mimalluian Dames about Her food : 
And fcudding Sasyrs ran before their God. 
Silenus on his Afs did next appear ; 

And held upon the Mane ( the God was clear) 
| | ee The 
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The drunken Syre pur fues ; the Dames retire ; 

Sometimes the druken Dames —_ the drunken 
Syre. | 

At laft he topples over on the Plain ; 

The Saiyrslaugh, and bid him rife again. 

_ And now the God of Wine came driving on, 

High on his Chariot by fwift Tygers drawn. 

Her Colour, Voice and Senfe forfook the fair; 

Thrice did her trembling Feet for flight prepare, 

And thrice affrighted did her fight forbear... 

She fhook,like leaves of Corn,when Tempefts blow; 

Or flender Reeds hat in the Marfhes grow. 

‘To whom the God--- Compofe thy fearful Mind ; 

In me a truer Husband thou fhalt find. 

With Heav’n I willendow thee; and thy Star, 

Shall with propitious Light be feen afar; | 


And guide on Seas, the doubtful Mariner, 


He 
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He faid ; , and from his Chariot leaping light ; ; 
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Left che grim Tygers fhou’d the Nymph affright, 


| His brawny Arms around her waft he threw; 


(For Gods, what ere they will, with eafe can los ) 
And fwiftly bore her thence, th’ attending throng, 
Shout at the Sight, and fing the Nuptial fong - 


| Now in full bowls her Sorrow fhe may fleep : 


The Bridegroom’ S = “a the Bride _ / 


But thou, -”_ flowing = in aia ride, 
And the lov’d Nymph is feated by thy fide ; 
Invoke the God, and al the mighty Powers; ; 
That Wine may not defraud thy Genial. hours, 
Then in ambiguous Words thy fait prefer; 


Which fhe may know were all addreft to her. 


In liquid purple Letters write her Name + 


Which fhe may read, and reading find thy Flame. 


Then 
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Then may your Eyes confefs your mutual Fires’; 
(For Eyeshave Tongues, and ‘glances tell defires ) 
When ere fhe Drinks, be firft to take the Cup ; ; 
And where fhe laid her Lips, the Bleffing fup. 
When fhe to Carving does her Hand ad vance ; 

Put out thy own, and toueh it as by chance. 

Thy fervice ev’n her Husband muft attend 

( A Husband is a moft convenient Friend. ) 

Seat the fool Cuckold inthe higheft place ; 

And with thy Garland his dull Temples grace, 
Whether below, or equal in degree, 

Let him be Lord of all the Company ; ; 

And what he fays, be feconded by T hee; 

>Tis common todeceive through friendfhips Name; : 
But common though it be, tis ftill to blame. | 
Thus Factors frequently their Truft betray ; 


And tothemfelves their Mafters gains convey. 


Drink 
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Drink to a certain Pitch, and then give o’re ; 

T hy Tongue and Feet may {tumble, drinking more. 
Of drunken Quarrels in her fight, beware; 

Pot Valour only ferves to fright the Fair. 


Eurytton yultly fell, by Wine oppreft, 


_ For Fes rude Riot, ata Wedding-Feaft. 


— Sing, if you have a Voice : and fhew your Parts 


In Dancing, if endu’d with Dancing Arts, 


_ Do any thing within your power, to pleafe ; 


Nay, ev’n affect a feeming Drunkennefs: 

Clip every word; and if by chance you {peak 
Too home ; or if too broad a Jeft you break ; 

In your excufe the Company will joyn, 
And lay the Fault upon the Force of Wine. 
True Drunkeninefs is fubje€t to offend ; 

But when ’tis feign’d, *tis oft a Lover’s Friend. 
Then fafely you may praife her beauteous Face; 
And call him Happy, who is in her grace. 


Her 





Her Husband thinks himfelf the Man defign’d ; 
But curfe the Cuckold in your fecret Mind. 
When all are rifen, and prepare to go ; 

Mix with the Croud, and tread upon her Toe. ; 
This is the proper time to make thy Court ; 

For now fhe’s in the Vein, a and fit for Sport. _ 

Lay Bafhfulnefs, that ruftick Virtue, by; 

To manly Confidence thy ‘Thoughts apply. 

On Fortune’ s Foretop timely fix thy hold; — 
Now {peak and fpeed, for Venss loves the beld. 
No Rules of Rhetorick here I need afford: | 
Only begin, and truft the following word 5: | 


Tt will be Witty of its own accord. 


Act well the Lover, let thy Speech abound - 
In dying words, that reprefent thy Wound. © 
Diltruft not her belief ; fhe will be mov’d. 

All Women think they merit to be lov'd. 


- Some- 
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Sometimes a Man begins to Love’ in Jet 


And after, feels the Torments he profeft. 


For your own fakes be pitiful ye Fair ; 


For a feign’d Paffion, may a true prepare. 

By Flatteries * we prevail ¢ on Woman-kind ; 

As hollow Banks by Streams are undermin’d. 

Tell her, her Face is Fair, her Eyes are Sweet: 
Her Taper Fingers praife, and little Feet. 

Such Praifes ev'n the Chaft are pleas’d to he 
Both Maids and Matrons hold their Beauty dear. 


Once naked Pallas with Sove’s Queen appear’d: 


And ftill they grieve that Venus was prefer’d. 
Praife the proud Peacock, and he fpreads his Train: 


Be filent, and he pulls it in again. 
Pleas’d is the Courfer in his ra pid Race; 
Applaud his Running, and he mends his pace. 


But 


a 
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But largely promife, and devoutly fwear ; 
And, if need be, call ev ry God to hear. 
Sfove fits above, forgiving with a Smile, 
The Perjuries that eafy Maids beguile. 

He Swore to Fano by the Stygian Lake : 
Forfworn, he dares not an Example make ; 


Or punifh Falfhood, for his own dear fake. 


Tis for our Int’reft that the God’s fhou’d be 


Let us believe ’em: I believe they fee; 
Arid both reward, and punifh equally. 


Not that they live above, like lazy Drones, 


Or Kings below, fupine upon their Thrones: 


Lead then your Lives as prefent in their fight; 


Be Jutt in Dealings, and defend the right ; 
By Fraud betray not, nor Opprefs by Might. 
But *tis a Venial Sin to Cheat the Fair ; 


All Men have Liberty of Confcience there. - 


Aver». 9 


On 
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On cheating Nymphs a Cheat is well defign'ds. . | 
Tis a prophane, and a deceitful. Kind. 





Tis faid, that cAégypt: fot nine Yeats wai days - ; 
Nor Ni#e did Floods, nor Heav'n did Rain {upply.. . 
AF oreignet at length inform’d the King, ew 
That flaughter’d Guefts would kindly Moiftuxe bring 
. The King reply’d, On thee the Lot thall fll, 

Be thou, my Guelts the Sactifice for all. 

Thus Phalaris, Pertilus taught to lew, 

And made him feafon firft the brazen Cow. 
A rightful Doom, the Laws of Nature crys 2 
Tis, the Artificers of Death fhould die. 

Fhus juftly Women fuffer by Deceit, - 

heir Pra@ice auchorifes us to cheat. 

Beg her, with Tears, thy wasa Defires to ots 
For Teats wild pierce a Heact.of Adamant.  . . 


E If 
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If Tears will not be fqueez’d, then rub your Eye, 
Or noint the Lids, and feem at leaft to cry. 

Kifs, if you can: Refiftance if fhe make; 

And will not give you Kiffes, let her take. 

Fie, fie, you naughty Man; are -Words of Courfes 
She ftruggles, but to be fubdu'd by Force. 

Kifs only foft, I charge you, and bewarey - 
With your hard Briftles, not to brufh the Fair. 

He who has gain‘d:a Kifs, and gains no more, ~ 
Deferves to lofe'the. Blifs he got before. 

If once fhe kifs, her Meaning is expreft, 

There watits but little: Pufhing for the reit. 
Which if thou doft not gain, by Strength or Art; - 
The Name of Clown then futes with thy Dang 
"Tis downright Duliefs) and a fhameful Part. - 
Pexhiaps fhe calls i¢ Force ; but if fhe ‘feape,. 
She will not tharik-you: for th’ omitted Rape. 


The 
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The Sex is cunning to conceal their Fires, 

They would be fore'd, ev'n to their own Defires. 

They feem t’accufe yous with a down-caft Sight, © 

But in their Souls confefs you did them right. | © 

Who might be forc’d, and yet untouch’d depart, ... 

Thank with their Tongues, but curfe you with their. 
~ Heart. 

Fair Phebe and her Sifter did prefer, 

To their dull Mates, the noble Ravither. 


What Deidamia didy in Days of Yore, . 
The Tale is old, but worth the telling o’er. 


When Venus had the golden Apple gain‘d, 
And the juft Judge fair Hellen had obtain‘d. 
When fhe with Triumph was at Troy receiv'd, 


The Trojans joyful, while the Grecians griev'd: |: 


a 
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They vow'd Revenge of violated Laws, 





And Greece was arming in the Cuckold’s Caufe; 

Achilles, by his Mother warn’d from War, 

Difguis'd his Sex, and lurk’d among the Fair; 

What means Ezcides to {pin and fow ? 

With Spear, and Sword, in Field thy Valour fhow ¢ 

And leaving this, the Nobler Pa//as know. 

Why doft thou in that Hand the Diftaff wield, 

Which is more worthy to fuftain a Shield? = 

Or with that other draw the woolly Twine, 

The fame the Fates for £Ze¢For's Thread aflign> 

Brandifh thy Fauchion in thy pow'rful Hand, 

Which can alone the pond’rous Lance command. 

In the fatie Reom by chance the Royal Maid 

Was lodgid, and, by his feeming Sex betray’d, ¢ 

Clofe to hhix Side the Youthful Herve faid. + 

I know: ste how his Courtthip he begans 

But, to her Coft, fhe found it was a Man. 
ony . Tig 
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"Tis thought the ftruggl'd, but withal ‘tis thoughty 
Her With was to be conquer’d » when fhe fought, — 
For when difclos'd, and haft’ning to the Field, 

He laid his Diftaff down, and took the Shield, — 
With Tears her humble Suit fhe did prefers 
And thought to ftay the grateful Ravifher. 

She fighs, fhe fobs, the begs him not to part, _ 





And now ’tis Nature, what before was Art. 
She ftrives by Force her Lover to detain, 
And wifhes to be ravifh’d once again. 
This 1s the Sex; they will not firft begin, 
But when compell’d, are pleas’d to fuffer Sin, 
Is there, who thinks that Women firft thould woos 
Lay by thy Self-Conceit, thou foolifh Beaux. 
Begin, and fave their Modefty the Shame; 
‘Tis well for thee, if they receave chy Flame. _ 
’Tis decent fora Man.to {peak his Mind;. 
They but expe@ th’ Occafion tobe kind. . 
E 3 Ask, 
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Ask, that thou may’ft enjoy; the waits for this; 
And on thy firft Advance depends thy Blifs. 
Ev'n Jove himfelf was forc’d to fue for Love; 
None.of the Nymphs did firft follicit Zove. 
But if you find your Pray’rs encreafe her Pride, — 
Strike Sail awhile, and wait another Tide. 
They fly when we purfue, but make Delay; | 
And when they fee you flacken, they will ftay. 
Sometimes it profits to conceal your End; 
Name not your felf her Lover, but her Friend. 
How many skittifh Girls have thus been caught 2 .— 
He prov’d a Lover, who a Friend was thought. 
Sailors by Sun and Wind are f{warthy made; 
A tann’d Complexion beft becomes their Trade, _ 
‘Tis a Difgrace to Ploughmen to be fair; | 
Bluff Cheeks they have, and weather-beaten Hair. © 
Th’ ambitious Youth, who feeks an Olive Crown, | 
Is Sun-burnt, with his daily Toil, and brown; 

But 
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But if the Lover hopes to be in: Grace; _ 
Wan be his Looks, and meager be his F ace. 
That Colour, from the Fair, Compaffion draws; ° 
She thinks you fick, and thinks her felf the Caufe. - 
Orion wander’d in the. Woods for Love, as 
His Palenefs did the Nymphs to Pity move; ¢ 


‘ His ghaftly Vifage argu’d‘hidden Love. — 


Nor fail a Night-Cap, ‘in full Health, to wears — 
Neglect thy Drefs, and difcompofe thy Hair. . 

All things are decent, that in Love avail. 

Read long by Night, and ftudy to be pale. 

Forfake your Food, refufe your needful Reft; - 

Be miferable, that you may be bleft. 


Faith, Truth and Friendfhip, in the Worldare loft; 
A little and an empty Name they boaift. 


Shall I complain, or fhall I warn yon moft? _ g | 


Ea | Truft 
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Truft not thy Friend, mich lets thy Mittrefs ptaifes 
If he believe, thou imay*ft a Rival raife. 

Tis true, Patrocius, by no Luft mits-hed, 

Sought not to ftain his dear Companion’s Bed. 

Nor Pylades Hertrione embrac'd s 

E('n Phedva to Perithous fill was chafte, 

But hope not thou » in this vile Ane, to find 

Thofe rare Examples of a faithful Mind. 

The Sea fhall fooner with fweet Hony flow ; 

Or, from the Furzes, Pears and Appkes trow. 
We Sin with Guft, we love by Fraud to gainy 

And firid 4 Pleafure in our Fellows Paia, 

From Rival Foes you fhay the Fair defend: - 

But would you ward the Blow, beware your Friend . 
Bewaré your Brothers and your next of Kins 

Bat froin yeur Bofot Friend your Cave'begln, 


Here 
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Here I had endedy but Experience finds, 

That fundry Women are of fundry Minds) 
With various Crochets fill’d, and hard to pleafe, 
They théerefdre muft be caught by various Ways. 
All things are not produc’d in any Seil, 





This Ground for Wine is proper, that for Oil. 

So’tis in Men, but moré in Women-kind: a 
Diff'rent in Facey in Manners) and in Mind. 
But wife Men fhift their Sails with ev'ry Wind : 

As changeful Progeus vary’d oft his Shape, 

And did in furldry Forms and Figures ‘{cape; 

A running Stream, a ftanding Tree became, 

A roaring Lyon, or a bleating Lamb. 

Some Fith with Harpdns, fome with Darts are ftruck, 
Some drawn with Nets, fome hang upon the Hook : 
So turn thy felf; and, imitating them, 


Try fev’ral Tricks, and change thy Stratagem. 
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One Rule will not, for diff’rent Ages, hold ; 
‘The Jades grow cunning, as they grow more old. 
Then talk not Bawdy to the bafhful Maid; 

Bug Words will make her Innocence afraid. 
Nor to an ign’rant Girl of Learning {peak ; 

She thinks you conjure, when you talk in Greek. 
And hence ‘tis often feen, the Simple fhun 

The Learn’d, and into vile Embraces run. 


Part of my Task is done, and part to do: 


But here ’tis time to reft my felf, and you. — 


The End of the Farft Book. | 


NOTES » 
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NOTES 


On the Firt BOOK of 


OVID’ At of LOVE. — 





The INTRODUCTION. 
e¥ D’s Art of Love having lately appear'd 


in French, with Obfervations written by 

“ the Tranflator, which have been very well 
receiv'd in France, it has been thought proper to 
aad fuch of them as ave moft curious to this Ver- 
fon; and to make other new Remarks in fome Pla- 
ces, where the Englifh Tranflators deve given ano= 
ther Turn to the Original. Te Introduction to thefe 
Qbfervations zs entirely the French Author's; fo 
are moft of the Reflections. ‘Tis hop'd thofe that are 
not taken from him, wil! not be found to be of lefs 
Importance than thofe that are. | | 
A great many People are miftaken in thefe Books; 
and tho’ they were made ufe of as a Pretence to 
drive the Author from the Court of Auguftus, and 
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confine him to Tomos on the Frontiers of the Getzz 
and Sarmatz, yet they were not the true Caufe of 
his Confinement. They are very far from being fo 
licentious as the Writings of feveral other Poets, both 

Greek and Latin. However we muft own he 
might have been a little more difcreet, efpecially in 
Some Places. 

' That which offended the Romans moft in this 

Work, cannot touch us. It has always been more 

dangerous in Italy to converfe with Women of Ho- 


nour, and frequent their Houfes, than ’tis with us: 


The’ there is more Liberty, and what in that Coun- 
try may be an Occafion of Debauchery, would not 
at all be fo in ours. | 

— Notwithftanding all that has been faid againft 
thefe Books of the Art of Love, dy fome over-fcru- 


pulous Perfons, whofe ‘Difcretion has too much of 


Affettation in it; they are not only neceffary for 
the Knowledge of the Latin Tongue, and the Roman 
Hiflory, concerning which they contain feveral things 
very particular, but for the noble Sentiments we find 
an them, which the Gravelt and Learned{t Writers 
‘have thought worthy to be quoted for Authorities. 
In a Word, there’s nothing in them that comes 
gear the Licence of fome Epigrams of Catullus, 
Martial and Aufonius, of fome Satyrs of Horace and 
Juvenal, and feveral other Pieces of Antient and 
‘Modern Authors, which are read and commented 
upon; and about which even celebrated Jeluits and 
other religious Perfons, as eminent for their Piety 
as their Erudition, have imploy’d their Studies. Yet 
who has condemn’d or complain'd of them? We 
a , muf 
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muff confe/s, fuch things foould be manag’dwith Ad« 


drefs: And thofe of them who have meddled with 
any of the Authors I have nam d, have foewn that 
‘it may be done fo, by their fucceeding fo happily in it. 

4s for this Treatife of the Art of Love, for 
whith the Author bas alfo prefcrivd a Re- 
medy, as tt 2s liable to be ill interpreted by thofe 
whofe Pens poifon every thing they touch; fo it 
may bear a goodConftruction, by fuch as know how ta 
turn every thing to Advantage. : 

I will yet fay, this Art may be apply’d to thofe 


' that intend to marry. There is nothing fure againft 


—_— 


a 


3 ae 


Decency inallthat. Lagree,if you will have tt fo, that 
tt extends fofar as to direct one to the Means togainx 
a Miftrefs. If this was not lawful heretofore inltaly, 
on account of the jealous Humour of the Italians, we. 
cannot, for the fame Reafon only, fay it ought to be 


| forbidden in our Country, any more than in feveral 


others, provided we could be fure the Ladies Mo- 
defy would not be offended, before whom Youth 


: foould be always careful not to exceed the Bounds of 


eS) =. 


the Refpect that’s due to them. | 
Be it as it will, I have thought of endeavouring: 
to apply all that is faid in thefe Books of wanton 
Love, to the Art of loving the Sciences. The Em- 
blem és sat difagrecable, neither is it impoffible to 
explasn all that Ovid has written here upon the Love 
of Beauty, by that of the Arts. What do we not 
fometimes underfiand by the Laves of a Shepherd 
and Shepherde{s ? By a Lover of incomparable Beau- 
ty, and his hair One paffionately in Love? But, keep-. 


ng 
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ing to the Fable, how often has the Loves of Ju- 
piter and Juno been moraliz’d upon, as well as thofe 
of Apollo and Daphne, Mars and Venuss Myrrha 
and.Cynaras, and feveral others, the Examples of 
which are almoft infinite? Tet thefe Things are feen 
every “Day; all the World read and admire them. 
Tho’ the Outfide of them is a little firong, and the 
Literal Senfe more fufpetted, than any of the Pre- 
cepts laid down in Ovid’s Art of Love are licen- 
i0Uus. , a 
- But to foften this Thought a little; let us figure 
to our felves, that the Poet is not only aGallant of 
the Court of Auguftus, dut 4 Philofopher of the Por- 
tick and Lyceum; who propofes to us, as to his 
Difciples, excelent Rules to acquire the Virtues 
and Sciences, reprefented under the Name of the 
Mufes, or Ladies of various Beauty, who may 
be met with every where, efpecially in great Acade- 
mtes,in the Schools, in Courts, in Walks, and in 
holy Places ; figur'd by Cirques, Theaters, Galleries, 
Portico’s, and the Temples of the Roman Desties, 
where great Affemblies wereheld. Andwhenwe have 
chofen that which pleafes us bet, and is moft agreeable 
to our Nature; let us endeavour to gain its good 
Graces,. and enjoy it, that. we may become more 
Wife, and more Virtuous. Thus we may deceive 
our Imagination; and twill be eafte for us to make’ 
the reading of this Treatife, not only pleafant, but 
profitable. We need not then have any Scruple up- 
On Us, becaufe there is nothing unchafte in the Ex- 
prefiion, tho’ fuch things as are entirely gallant are 
aoe: | not 
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not negletted; at leaft no farther than Modefty and 
Decency requird, I will, if 1 can, explain. my 
Thoughts in this Matter, according as Occafion 
may offer, aswell here, as in the Treatife which I 
have compos’d on Purpofe. . oe 

Of the Art of Love. By this we ought to under- 
fiand how we muft. love, or how we muft preferve 
the Object of our Love,when we have once acqutr’d 
wt. Otherwife *twas ufelefs to write an Art of 
Love. For Love és form’d in the Heart without 
Art, and all are without Art fufceptible of that 
Paffion. It generally furprizes us, and we knew 
not from whence it comes, tho’ we feel it very fenft- 
bly. For this Reafon the Poets fo often endeavour 
to perfuade us that Love ts a Potent God, who 
wounds every thing with his “Darts; and that 
there's no Creature able to refift him. We therefore 
need no Art to teach us to Love, nor even to Love 
any thing reafonably; but ’tis of very great Impor- 
tance to each of us, that when we are infpir'd, the 
Infpiration fhould be for a proper Object, and a good 
End, as I defign to foew you. | — 

_ Ovid. This Poet wrote thefe Books a few Tears 
before his Exile, under Colour of which the Decree 
of the Senate for his Banifoment was procur'd; tho’ 
they certainly were not the Caufe of tt ; and indeed 
could not reafonably be fo, unlefs Ovid wrote them 
in Favour of Auguftus’s Grand-daughter, whom he 
vifited with a little too much Familiarity, and did 
st to pleafe her. For fhe, no more than her Mother, 
Aggrippa's Wife, was not fo modeft as Perfons of 

i - «Been Quality 
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Quality and high Condition ought ta be, as weld fax 
their own Gloty, as for an Example to others. | 
Lhe Fwo. Firft Books of the Art of Love. contain 
the Precepts which the Author lays down for young 
Men to follow in their Courtfhip ta the Ladies s 
and the Third teaches the Ladtes how they ought 
to make themfelves be belov'’d. The Allegory is not 
uneafily apply'd to the Sciences and the Virtues, repre- 
fented as tovely Women, after my Way of imagine 
mg the a 2 ? 
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lays down the Propofition of his Work, which. 
be comprehends in the two firft Verfes: He then 
snvokes the Affiftance of the Gods, and begins his. 
Narration. | 
Muft learn his Rudiments by reading me. Lethe 
Original 'tis Do&us Amet ; which feems to im 
ply fomething more than the Rudiments. But both 
Ovid and the Tranflator agree, that ta love ts not 
all, One muft learn how to love, and what to love 3 
for Love is fo far from being forbidden, that there's 
nothing fo commendable, provided the Object st 
ood. a ne & 
7 Seamen with failing Arts their Veffels move. The _ 
Author continues this Thought by other Similes. Art 
; : re 


\ Cupid's School, who-e’re, &c. The Poet here 
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és certainly requifite, in every thing, to fucceed well s 
and he who does not underftand the Art of Writing, 
and even of making Verfes, ought never to meddle 
with tt, unlefs he will expofe himfelf to the Dan- 
ger of coming off illy as tt very often happens. 

A ftubborn God. He fpeaks of Love, who is 
very feldom guided by Reafon. Ovid fays, Ile fe- 
rus eft, I confefs he is cruel or wild. 

Chyron. Ovid calls him Phillyrides, that ts 
the Son of Phillyra; for Chyron was the Son of 
Phillyra, Daughter of Oceanus and Saturn, who 
made Love to her in the Shape of a Horfe, accord- 
eng to Aratus, and Ovid himfelf, in the 11th of 
his Metamorphofes., He fpeaks of it again in the 
sth Book de Faftis, where he relates the whole Fa- 
ble, which is not without fome. Anthology as well 
as others. 

For Conqueft born. This alludes to his killing . 
Hector, as im the 22d Book of Homer's Iliads. : 

Receiv'd the Rod. Achilles {admitted to the‘Di- 
‘feipline of the Centaur Chyron ; and when he had com- 
mitted a Fault, held out his Hands to the Ferula, 
or rather Rods for Correction, as Juvenal fays in his 
7th Satyr. | 





Metuens virgz jam grandis Achilles 
Cantabat patriis in montibus: & cui non tunc 
Eliceret rifum Citharadi cauda Magiftri ? 

The Silver Strings of hismelodious Lyre. Achil- 
les, when he was a Lad, was put to this Centaur 
to be educated ; and the Tranflator may well give 
us this Verfion of Ovid's Puerum cithara perfecit A- 
chillen. — :  £F Atque 
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Atque Animos Placidacontudit arte Feros, &c. 
Like fierce Achilles in his Pupillage, &c. 


Since we read in Statius, that Chyron told The~ 
tis, the other Centaurs often complain’d of her Son 
Achilles, be was fo wild and ungovernable. 


Ipfi mihi fepe queruntur 
Centauri, raptafq; domos, abftrataq; coram 
-Armenta, & Campisfemel; fluviifqs fugari. 


And both were Goddefs-born. Cupid was the Som 
of Venus, and Achilles of Tethis. BothwereChil- 
dren alike, and both hard to govern, For indeedthe 
Paffions of Love and Glory are not cafily overcome 
by Reafon, which ought always to be Mifirefs , and 





is not given us, but to maintain her Dignity, and 


never to fubmit to any other Empire, but that of 
Truth; whichrefides only in it felf, and ought to be 
obey'd in all things. | 

_ The Bull reclaim’d and yok’d, the Burden draws. 


This he fays, to foew us that Love may alfo be tama 


by Habit. Ovidis full of thefe fort of Similies ; and 
this way of making ufe of them is intirely his own. 

He wounds me with his Darts. The Poet wou'd 
fay, he will be toohard for Love, tho’ be has wonnd- 
ed him. A Defign the more generous, the more ’tis 
difficult to fucceed in it. The original Phrafe is ex- 
cutiat faces; which Mr. Dryden has render'd very 
Literally. a 

I boaft no Aid the De/phian God affords. In the 
Latin, non ego Pheebe. a 

| he 
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The Poets, asis well known, always invok'd this 
Divinity; but Ovid’s manner is here particular s 
he addreffes Venus to be propitious to him, the Sub- 

peck relating to that Goddefs. | 

Nor Aufpice from the Flight of chattering Birds. 
From whence the Ancients drew their Auguries: To 
which the Poet here alludes. 


Nor C/o, nor her Sifters, have I feen, 

As Hefiod faw them on the fhady Green. 4 
if he wou'd have faid, 1 am not Heliod, who, as 
he kept his Flocks in the Vale of Afera (that Po- 
et being a Shepherd) faw the nine Mufes, who ins 
Spir’d him to make Verfes. The Vale of Mera was 
at the Foot of Mount Helicon, where Dius and Ly- 
cemede, Hefiod’s Father and Mother, dwelt, and cul- 
tivated a {mall Farm belonging tothem. Ovid names 
Clio only of all the nine in this place. The lable 
tells us, foe andher Sifters were born of Jupiter's Ca- 
reffes of Mnemofyne, that is, Memory. From 
whence ’tis eafie to fee the Ancients muft not always 
be taken literally, when they write of Love. 

_ Venus be my Guide. It has been before-obferv’ds 
That Ovid invokes the Godde[s of Love to affift his 
Song, as Lucretius does the fame ‘Divinity for his 
Work of Nature, as being the Mother of all Genera- 
tions, and ali Productions. a 

Far hence ye Veftals be who bind your Hair. Th¢ 
Author forewarns all Virgins, and chafte Perfons, 
not to follow, inall things, the Precepts of his Book ; 
| and to fhew he had no manner of Defignto offend the 
| F 2 Modefty 
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Modefty of Matrons, nor violate the Purity of Maid- 
ens, he has himfelf quoted this, and the three fol- 
lowing Verfes, in the fecond Book of his de Trifti- 
bus, to juftifie this Thought, which has a near Re- 
lation to what Tibullus writes. 


Si modo cafta doce, quamvis nec vitta ligatos, 
Impediat crines, nec ftola longa pedes. 


For by ftola and inftita, the Poet means thofe long 
Vefts, which none but Women of Honour were per- 
| mitted to wear. 


- You who in Capid’s Rolls infcribe your Name, 
 Firft feek an Objec worthy of your Flame. Zhe 
Poet here gives his Advice as to three things; to 
Seek after an amiable Object, to win it by Refpeét 
andComplacency, and not to lofe ct after once gotten. 
All this agrees very well with a young Man, who 
books out for a lovely Virgin to marry her ; and in an 
Allegorical Senfe to aPhilofopher, in pein af- 
ter Wifdom, and the Arts, which he defires to pof- 
fefs. And in this the Divifion of the two firft Books 
confifts. 
Before your Youth with Marriage is opprefs'd. 
That is, while you are a Freeman, unmarryd, and 
“not engag’d to any other Miftrefs. The trueft Mean- 
ing that can be givenit, is, while you are young, and 
are not yet troubled with the Infirmities of Age, (for 
an ald Man in Love is ridiculous) chufe where you 


pleafe. 
_ sg 
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The Fowler and the Huntfman know by Name. 
This Poet is fruitful in Comparifons, yet he ne-. 
_ ver dwells on any one, he touches upon it lightly, 
\ and is gone, when he thinks his Thought is fuffici- 
‘ently explain’d, and he has foewn the Importance of 
what he has faid. 


-Search around the Continent, | | 
As far as Perfeus, or as Paris went, to feek for - 
Objects worthy your Affection. The laf? Verfe has 
Allufion toParis, who faild from Troy to Greece to 
look for a Wife, where he fiole the famous Helen (0 
much talk’d of, and carry’d her off. . 
In Summer-Heats thou need’ft but only go, 
To Pompey’s cool and fhady Portico, This was 
a foady Walk which Pompey buslt for the People, and - 
there were feveral in Rome of the fame fort ; but the 
moft admirable one of all the Portico’s, was the Co- 
rinthian, near the Flaminian Cirque, dui/t by Cneius — 
. Odtavius ; “twas fo call'd becaufe twas fupported by 
Pillars of Corinthian Brafs. There was another of 
the fame Name in the Field of Mars, built at a ve- 
rygreat Expence; and enrich'd, according to Pliny, 
with very fine Paintings, drawn by the Painter An- 
tiphilus ; ene of which reprefented the Fable of Cad- 
mus avd Europa. Martial, (peaking of Pompey’s 
Portico, fays, - 
Inde petit centum pendentiate&a Columnis 
Illic Pompeia dona nemufgq; duplex. | 
Indeed Pompey, Czfar, Octavius, and his Wife and 
Children, adorn’d Rome with very fine Edifices, as 
F 3 FES, 6 





we may find in Strabo. Or 
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Or Concord’s Fane. So "tis generally interpreted, 


and is fuppos’d to mean the Temple of Concord, built 
éy Livia, Germanicus’s Mother; of which Ovid 


fpeaks in his Faftis. But Merula writes the Exter-— 


no Marmore dives Opes, refers to the Portico built 


ay Odavia, Auguftus’s Szffer, as an illuftrious Mo-- 


nument for the Lofs of her Son Marcellus. Czefar, 
her Brother, built a Theatre in honour of the fame 
Marcellus, which was after the young Prince’s own 


Name, called Marcellus’s Theatre. There were fe- 


veral of Antiphilus’s Paintings in this Portico af- 


fo; as the Picture of Hefione, “Daughter of Priam, - 


and of Alexander and Philip, «sth Minerva. There 
were alfothe Hercules on Mount Oecta, and fome o- 
ther Pieces of Androbtus. - | 


And fifty Daughters. ZheDanaides, focal?dfrom  . 


their Father Danaus, King of Argos; and fometimes 
Belides, from the Name of their Grandfather Belus, 


who had two Sons, Agyptus and Danaus, whofe 


Fable is very well known, and was painted in Livi- 
a’s Portico. | 

They mourn Adonis with Affprian Rites. “Twas 
the Cuftom among the Romans, to meet inthe Temples 
of Venus to mourn Adonis 5 of which the Prophet 
Ezekiel (peaks, Ezek. 8. 14. and infamous Atts of 
Lewdnefs were there committed, if we may believe 
Juvenal én his 6th Satyr, Nam quonon proftat foemina 
Templo? Ovid means the Temple of Venus, where 
that Godde/s was worfoip'd at Rome with, Adonis, 
according to the manner of the Affyrians ; who, as 


Paufanias tells us in his 1/2 Boook, were the firft that: 
| : infls- 


: 
| 
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infittuted Worfhip to her, in which they were imi- 
tated by the People of Cyprus, azd after them by o- 
ther Nations. Adonis’s Name was commonly join'd 
with Venus’s, as Virbius’s was with Diana's, Atys: 
. wth Cybele’s, and Erictthonius wth Minerva’s. 
Norfhunthe Fewz/h Walk, where the foul Drove 
_ On Sabbathsreft from ev’ry thing but Love. There 
were great Numbers of the Jews at Rome 7m Augu- 
ftus’s Reign, who were allow’d full Liberty to exer- 
cife their Ceremonies, according to the Law of Mo- 
fes. And the Roman Ladies went often to fee them 
out of Curiofity, which gave occafien for Affignati- 
ons at their Synagogues. Tiberius afterwards re- 
ftrain’d this Licence, as Suetonius writes, andcalld 
thefe Ceremonies ftrange Superftitions, ordering the 
Priefts Veffments and Ornaments to be burnt. He 
alfo difpers’d the Jewith Louth into feveral Provin- 
ces, and banife'd the reft from Rome, under Pain of 
perpetual Slavery. As for the Ceremonies of the Se- 
venth Day, they were thofe of the Sabbath, or Sa- 
turday ; which was fo religioufly obferv’d by the 
Jews, for a Day of Reft, that they wou'd not fuffer 
any thing that was not of abfolute Neceffity to be 
done on that Day. If this Verfion feems to bear a 
little hard on the ancient Jews, it does not at all 
wrong the Modern. ew | 
Nor /fis Temples for that facred Whore. Nec 
Fuge Niligene Memphitica Templa juvence. This 
relates to certain Ceremonies in the Temple of fis, 
after the manner of the Egyptians. He calls this 
Temple theCow of Nile. AndMartialhas two Ver- — 
Ses of very near the fame Senfe. F4 Hic © 
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Hic quoq; deceptus Memphitica facra frequentat, - 
Affidet & cathedris mcefta Juvenca tuis. .4 


‘The Feaft of Viswas celebrated every Year by the Wo- 


men téenDays together,and not without allowing them- 


felves great Liberties onthofe Occafions : Upon which, 


Juvenal /ays, aut apud Ifiace potius facraria lenz. 
Makes others what to Fove fhe was. before. That 

is, many Women were debauch'd ay VGis's Means, as 

foe was by Jupiter, under the Name of lo, whofe Fa- 


ble all the World have heard of ; as well as the Sto~ 


ry of Mundus and Paulina, and what paft between 
them in this Goddefs’'s Temples which Jofephus res 
ports in the 18th Book of his Jewifh Antiquities. 

Andif the Hall it felf isnot bely'd, 

Even there the Caufe of Love is often try’d. ‘Zhe 
Poet fpeaks of the Forums, and wonders how any 
one coud defile thofe Reverend Places with their A- 
mours; Et fora conveniunt (quis credere poffet >) 
Amori, But if the fcandalous Chronicle of our 
Time and Nation. does not lye, there are fome Su- 
burb Temples, and fome Halls of Fuftice, that ren- 
der Ovid's Report very credible. Therewere feveral 
of thefe Forums, as that of Caius Cefar, which Sta- 
tius ca//s Latium Forum, as in this Verfe of his ft 
Sylvz, Stat Latium complexa Forum, Oc. Another 
was call’d the Roman, or old Forum, as Martial 
witnelfes : eo = 3 

~ Romanum proprius divitiufq; forum eft. 
A third was built by Auguftus, with a Temple 
dedicated to Mars the Avenger. In thefe Places the 
Magiftrates fate at certain Times to hear Caufes, and 
do Puce. | The 
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- The crafty Counfellors in formal Gown. The 
following Verfes area happy Paraphrafe of Ovid s 
in whofe Time we find the long Robe dealt as much 
with the Stola, @’c. as it does in our own. — 
Grave Senators lead home the youthful Dames. We 
feethefe Affemblies were compos'd of all forts of P er- 
“fons ; upon which our French Author remarks thes 5 
‘6 This does not very well agree to the ‘Practice is 
“ our Days » and I cannot comprehend how gallant 
“* Women coud frequent the Courts of Fuftice ; wheres 
“ "is to be fuppos d, ‘nobody came but fuch as have 
“ Bufine[s and Suits depending. | 
But above all the Playhoufe is the Place. We do 
not want Mr. Collier's Authority to juftifie the Poet 
by the Example of our own Times. This is fo noto- 
rious a Truth, that no Regulations have been able to 
clear the Theatres of the Traders in Debauchery. 
The’ ’tis ftrange that lewd Women fhou'd come to. 
the Forums, ’tis no Wonder they fwarm' dat the The- 
atres ; the latter being Places of Pleafure only, as. 
the former were of Bufinefs. The Roman Theatres . 
were not fuch Buildings as ours, their Stages, theer 
Scenes, and all the Edifice, were magnificent s they 
were very convenient for Alfignations; and the Gal- 
lant had there an entire Liberty: On which account 
Juvenal writes thus, in his 6th Satyr, | 
| Cuneis an habent f{pectacula totis. | 
Quod fecurus ames quodq; inde excerpere poflis ? 
And Propertius, in bis oth Elegy, Book the 4th, 
Tu neq; Pompeia fpatiabere cultus in umbra, 
Nec quum lafcivum fternet arena forum. - 
Colla cave infle@as ad fummum oblique Theatrum. 
, re L 





Hse: t 
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It muft be own'd, the Theatres, Amphitheatres, 
Cirques, Hippodromes, and all Places where the 
publick Feafts and Rejoycings were kept, were ver 
fatalto the Chaftity of the Women of old. | 

From Romulus the Rife of Plays began. The Tran- 
flator has accommodated all he fays concerning the 
Play-houfe to our own Times, "till he comes to this 
Line, and thofe that follow ; wherein hegives usQ- 
vid’s Account of the Rife of the Roman Theatres. 


His Playhoufe, not of Parian Marble made, 


Nor was it f{pread with Purple Sails for Shade. 


Sails were fpread over the Roman Theatres, to keep 


off the Sun-Beams and the Rain from the Audi- | 
ence. The Author of this Invention was Q,Catulus, 


who fpread Sails over the Heads of the Spectators, 
when he dedicated the Capitol. Lentulus Spinter 
fpread them alfo at the Apollinarian Games, and 
Cefar afterwards cover'd all the Roman Forum, and 
the Holy-ftreet, from his own Lodgings to the Capi- 
tol, as Pliny tells us. Propertius a//o (peaks of it 
in the 1ft Elegy of the 4th Book: 


Nec finuofa cavo pendebant vela Theatro. 


Pompey and Marcus Scauruss Theatres were al/ 
Marble, and coud hold 80000 Perfons, according 


to Pliny; there were no lefs than 319 Pillars in | 


that of Marcus Scaurus. __ 7 
’ ‘The Stage with Rufhes or with Leaves they ftrow’d. 


This Idea of the Roman Theatres in their Infancy, 


may put us in mind of our own, which we read of in 
the old Poets in Black-fryers, the Bull and Mouth, 
: | | ana. 


— | | i. 


«wee Ze 
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and Barbican, not much better than the Stroulers at a 
Country Fair. Tet this muft be faid for them, that 
the Audience were better treated’; their Fare was 
good, tho' the Houfe was homely. Which cannot be 
faid of the Roman Infant-Stage, their Wit andthetr 
Theatres were alike rude; and the Shakefpears and, 
Johnfons of Rome did not appear till the Stage was 
pompous, andthe Scene magnificent. The Tranjflator 
takes no Notice of the Liquido Pulpita rubra croco, » 
mentioned by Ovid; the Pulpits were not painted. 
ThefePulpits were Ballaffers, im the form of Scaf- 
folds, before the Scenes at the Theatres. Propertius | 
‘peaks of them in the 4th Book, Elegy the 1ft. They 
were rubb'd with Saffron. 


Pulpita folemnes non oluere crocos. | 
And Martial, inthe 39th Epigram of his 9th Book; 
Lubrica Corycio quamvis fint Pulpita nymbo. 
Vitruvius ays, inthe 5th Chapter of his 8th Book, 
That the Pulpitum was what the Greeks call’d Le- 
gion. Upon which we may read Julius Pollux, #2 - 
the 29th Chapter of his 4th Book ; neither muft f 
omit what Horace writes on this Subject, in his Art- 
of Poefy 3. a . 
Traxitq; vagus per pulpita veftem, 
And in the yt Epiftle of his 2d Book, | 
Quam non adftricto percurrat pulpita focco, 


ay 


From 
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From whence it appears, that he is indeed [peak- 


sng of what we callthe Front of the Stage. Inthe 
19th Epiftle of his tf Book, he tells us the Gram- 


marians recited there what they had to fay. 


Grammaticas ambire tribus, & Pulpite dignor. 


So that ‘tis not eafie to afcertain what thefe Pulpits 


were; whether they were flat Stages, or Boxes re- 
[embling thofe usd by our Clergy. 


No Stage in Profpect, no Machining God. <fter 
Claudius Pulcher had adorn’d the Scene, feveral painte 


ed ‘Decorations were added. LL. Antonius brought 
Silver in ufe there, Petreius Gold, and C. Claudius 


Evory. Valerius Maximus writes, That Lucius and — 


Cinna made it moveable, andtoturnabout. As for 
the Word Scene, Servius interprets it Inumbratio, 
becaufe.*twas the Invention of Villagers, to cover 
thofe that fung or recited Verfes, from the Heat and 
the Weather. And afterwards that part of the The- 
atre was call’d Scene, which we now call Stage, 
where the Actors play their Parts. The Theatre it 
Self was built in the Shape of a Semi-Circle, andthe 
Front was as the String is te a Bow. s- 
Bute’re the Dancesand the Song were paft. Ovid's 
Words are, : 


Dumq; rudem prebente modum tibicine Thufco, 
Lydius zquatam ter pede pulfat humum. __ 


Upon which our French Author makes a wery nota- 
ble Obfervation; that by Lydian Dancer, is meant 
4 
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a Tufcan Mimick. For, fays he, we muft take Tuf- 
can for Lydian. ’Zis true, a Colony of Lydians fet- 
ded im Hetruria, or Tufcany ; but they brought their 
Mufick.and their Mimickry with them. They were 
famous Players on the Flute; and the Lydian Mea- 
fures are noted in the old Mujick for their Softnefs 
and Effeminacy. Romulus [ent for fome of ei Tuf- 
can Lydians, for the Reprefentation of the Plays he 
exhibited to the People, who reforted to them from 
all Parts, and among others the Sabins, whofe Wives 
and Daughters were ravifh'd there. | 
_ The Monarch gave the Signal from the Throne. 
At which the Soldiers were to fall on, and to feize 
their Prey. The Poet and his Tranflators make an 
agreeable Defcription of this Rape. Some fay there 
were thirty of thefe Sabins ravifo'd; others, as Va- 
lerius Antias, make the Number to be 427; and Ju- 
bas, ¢s Plutarch writes in the Life of Romulus, fwells 
tt to 600. _ 
Nor fhun the Chariots and the Courfer’s Race. 7 hefe 
Races were in the Cirque, or in the Hippodromesy 
_ or in the Field of Mars, and were commonly run t 
the Month of April, in the grand Cirque, between 
the Aventine and Palatine Hills. They were caitd 
Equoria; and Ovid fpeaks of them in his Fattis: 


Circus erit Pompa celeber numeroq; Deorum 
Primaq; ventofis palma petetur equis, i 


_ But here he is to beunderftood to {peak of all Plays, 
end in all Times, among thefe Sports or Plays, the 
Me- 
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Megalefian Gemes were the chief. They were cele- 
brated in honour of the Mother of the Gods, and a- 
-bundance of People usd to affift at them. 

The Circus is no inconvenient Place. The Word 
‘Circus, or Cirques, comes from the Hlorfes running 
‘round the Courfe or Metes. Quod circum metas pom- 
pa ferebatur & equi currebant, as Varro has it. 
We read of three Cirques in Rome, the great Cirque 
call'd the Circus Maximus, the Flaminian or Apolli- 
narian, and the Neronian in the Vatican. 


No need is there of talking on the Hand; 

Nor Nods nor Signs which Lovers underftand. 
°Tis plain, oy this, the ancient Romans us’d to 
make Love by Signs on their Fingers, like the Mo- 
dern Spaniards and Portuguefe; and this talking on 
the Fingers is very common among us ever fince ‘Dr. 
Holder and‘Dr. Wallis taught Mr. Popham, who was 
born deaf and dumb, with whom I have however my 
Self held a Converfation of many Hours, and that 
many hundred times, by the help of our Fingers. But 
the Poet fays, there was no occafion of this dumb 
Language at the Cirque; for there was fo much 
Noife, that Lovers might entertain one another as 
they pleas'd, without fear of being. overheard. 

But boldly next the Fair your Seat provide... Zoung 
Men are apt enough to do this of themfelves, and 


need no Advice: Yet Juvenal, lke Ovid, in thefe 


Verfes, puts them in mind of it. 


———Spe- 
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Spectent Juvenes quos clamor & audax 
Sponfio, quos Cultz decet affediffe puellz. 


Enquire whofe Chariot this, and whofe that Horfe. 
They enter’dthe Field by Troops, and every Troop in 
a particular Livery ; which Sidonius Apollinaris das 
admirably well explain'’d in thefe Verfes. 


Micans colores 
Albus & venatus, virens rubenfq; 
Veftra infignia continent Miniftri, 
Ora & lora manu jubafq; totas, 
Cogunt flexibilis latere nodis, | 
Hortanturgq; obiter, juvantq; blandis 
Vultus plaufibus, & voluptuofum 
Didant quadrupedantibus furorem. 
Impellunt, trepidant, trahunt, repugnant, 
Ardefcunt, faliunt, ttment, timentur. | 
An Excellent Defcription of what paft at thefe Races. 








If none be there, yet brufh that Nothing thence. 
Nothing can be more naturally exprefs’d than this 
ss 1m the Original, Et finulluserit pulvis, tamen ex- 
cute nullum. | | | 

By fanning Faces fome their Fortune meet. J 
Terrence’s Eunuch, @ Girl fays to Dorus, Cape fla- 
bellum & ventulum huic facito. | Thee Fans were. 
made of Peacocks Tails. . 

Tbe Tranflator does not take any Notice of this 
Line of Ovid's in his Verfion. 

_ Sparfags 
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Sparfaq; follicito triftis Arena foro. — 


By triftis Arena, the Poet means the Place or 
Places in the Amphitheatres, where the Gladiators 
. fought: Of which Juvenal fpeaks efpectally in his 


6th Satyr: He calls it Triftis Arena, on account of 


_the Murders that were committed there. Martial, i2 
his Book of Spe&acula’s or Shows, makes mention of 
thefe Combats. And the Romans, with all their 
Politene{s, muft have a great Mixture of Cruelty 
in their Tempers, or they woud not have taken P lea- 
fure in feeing Men cut one anothers Throats, and 
look on with fo much Indifference, that they coud 
make Love in thofe very Places. Ovid mentions a 
fort of Divination us’d among the Romans in one 
of the next Verfes, pofcitq; Libellum. He demand- 
ed the Book to draw his Fortune. This was one way 
of Divinity, as we read in an Author of the laf 
Age.. It being the fame, he reports with Reference 
to his Panurge, in the third Book of his Pleafant 
Satyr; where, among many Buffoonries, he fays a- 
bundance of good Things; and fhews, hewasa Man 
of. Learning. We alfo find thefe fort of drawing 
ones Fortune out of Books mention'd in Cicero’s firff 
pase of Divination ; *twas call'dConjuring, or Witch. 
Cras. 
- Caefar woud reprefent a Naval Fight. Ze Naval 
Combats were reprefented ina Place dug on purpofeon 
the Banks of the Tyber; ’twas call?d Naumachia; 
and when Occafion requir'd, the River-water was 
let into it, ‘Tacitus, i his 12th Book, makes men- 
, , 420% 
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Sion of a Reprefentation.of the Naval Battel of 
AGium. See alfo the 1ft blegy of the 1144 Book 
of Propertius. | 
And the remaining Eaft-to Rome willadd. Av- 
guftus having put an end to the War im Spain, under- 
took an Expedition into Afia,and beganthe Parthian 
War ; mwhich he recover'd the Enfigns that had - 
been taken from the Romans in the does te of Graf 
lus, which thefe Verfes refer to.-: : 


Rejoyce,, you Roman Soldiersy.in your Urns, - 
The Enfigns from the Parthians thall wh, 
And the fai in Crafi thall no longer mourn 

A Youth is fent thofe Trophies to demand, 

And bears bis Father's ‘Thunder. in his Hand | 


Meaning Caius, Auguftus s Grand-fon, whowas but 
a Boy when he commanded the Army in the Eat. 
Ovid praifes this young Prince, to flatter his Grand 
father, and to gain bis good Graces , but that did 
not fave him from the Misfortunes that — to 
him afterwards. 

Arm’d by your Country’ s Parent and your own. 
Every one knows, that Pater Patriez was one of the 
Titles the Senate conferr'd on Auguttus, who was 
not a little pleas'd with it. | 


_ To give a profperous Omen to your Line, © 
~ One of you is, and one fhall be divine. 


The Poet. fpeaks of Mars. and Cafar ; Mars was 
a God mini and Cefar was fure to be deify'd af- — 
| G _ ter 


Great F ather Mars with greater Czar me 


A 


0, Notes on the Fir Book: 


ter hisDeath. Some Interpreters fancy Ovid: means — 


Tiberius, adopted by Cefar 3 but it feems very plais, 


he thought of no Body but Mars andCefar, notwith= 


flanding the Opinion of Merula. 


- Drawn by white Horfes, fhall in Triumph ride,. 


He alludes.to the Triumphs of the Romat Couque- 
rors: They were wonderfully magnificent, accom-~ 


panyd with rich Spoils, and Pictures of Rivers, 


Mountains, Cities and Provinces, copquer'd by them, 
not to {peak of the Captive — and great Cap~ 
tains that follow'd the Vittor’s Car in Chains: But 
there's fo much Infolence in this Cuftom, that, with 
all its Magnificence, we cannot in our own Times 
relifh it. | Ss | 
Of Mountains, Rivers, Gc. As we have faid 
before, there were always Reprefentations of the 


_conquer’d Places, in the Roman Triumphs: We — 


jind nothing oftner mention'd in Ancient Authors. 
But Propertius, (peaking of Cxfar's Trinmph,: Baok 
the 34, Elegy the ath, fays, a ae 
Inque finu care nixas {pectare puelle. 
ncipiam, & titulis oppida capta legam. 

Ovid fays fomething like it, in the 4th Book of bis 
Triftibus. oe ee . 

This is Euphrates crown'd with Reeds. The 4n- 


cients reprefented Rivers'under human Shapess - 


crown'd with Reeds, The Euphrates rifes im a 
Mountain, calld Aga, im Armenia Major ; or, as 
Mucian ays, at the foot of Mount Capar. | 


Flows | 


es 
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Flows the fwift Tigris; a River which runs thro’ 
Armenia, and falls into the Euphrates with a very 
rapid Carrent. Pliny. thinks ‘tis from thence calla 
Tigris ; which, im the Perfian Tongue, fenify'd an 
Arrow. 7 se, sau, -. PS _ . 

And Love betwixt the Horns of. Bacchus plays. 
The Poets gave Horns to this God; to fhew his Ma- 
«dice and Obftinacy very well reprefented by Horns. 
This is Feftus’s Thought : And the Ancients usa 
to fay of P aie as were drunk, They put op the 
~ Horns. owever a us another Rea 

fon for Bacchus’s Horns : For, in his 3d Book, he — 
fays, "Twas becaufe he was the firft that yok'd Oxen. 
Propertius, eddreffing himfelf to Bacchus, ‘tells him, 
in the 19th Elegy of bissd Book; = 

Quod fupereft vite per te & tua cornua vivam. — 

And Ovidafter him, im Laodamia’s Epiftle. 

Wine warms the Blood. Et Venus in vinis; ignis 
in igne fuit. Zhe French Tranflator will have itto | 
be Venus in venis; tho" zx Aldas, and all the bef 

E-ditions, ‘tis Venus in vin, as Mr. Dryden rens _ 
ders it. _ te - wy 

But ehufe no Miftrefs in thy drunken Fit, 

Nor truft thy Judgment when the Tapers dance. — 
The Night is an illtimeto chufe a Miftrefoin. We — 
have a Saying in England, Womenand Linnen look 
beft by Candle-light. The Vapours of Wine often 
obftruc? the Sight, and a Man is then ina bad Cay- — 
dition of judging of Beauty, = ~~ 

oo _G2 ‘By 
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“By. Day-light' Paris judg’d the beauteous Three ; 
when he was todecide which of themwas the moft 
_: beautiful, on Mount.\da. . There's a. Myfterp in this 
' Fable alfo, whith is eafie enough to be feen. 


_ -Quz Venus & Juno, fumptifque decentior Armis 
* . Venit in arbitrium nulla Minerva tuum. | 


Z bus fays Ovid, in his Evifile from QkEnone to: 


. »Paris. nd in Propertius, Elegy 2, Book 2, 
“ -Credite jam Dive, quas paftor'viderat olim, 
. Idzis tunicam ponere verticibus. | | 


The Phrygian Sh epherd, to judge of the Bequty of Oia 
thefe three Goddeffes, demanded to fee them naked; 


and the Goddeffes were fo eager to have the Queftt- 

on decided by him, that they made no Scruple to fa- 
 pisfie his Demands. | _# _—- 4 

The Batax Baths, where | 

: Baie was a. Town near Naples, very pleafantly fitu- 

. ated,wheré Marius, Pompey and Cexfar had Villa's or 


- Country Houfes. Merula réparts, after Strabo, That 


the Name of Baia‘ was given it from one Batus, 
_ the Companion of Ulyfies. Seneca, among others, 
obferves, That ’twas not only a Place of ‘Pleafure, 


out-of Debauchery, Upon which account Proper- 


tus, in the 11th Elegy of his 1ft Book, writes, 


Tuo modo quam primum corruptas defere Baias © 
— S. Multis ifta dabunt littora diffidium. 


The delicious Baths that were there, tempted 


-Debauchees to frequent them. See Martial upon | 


— «£BISs 


. \ 
' 


Slips at Anchor ride. 
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this, inthe roth Epigram of his firft Book. Cicero 
in his Oration,p.10. Cxlioim the 13th Epifile of the 
iff Book-ad Atti. Senecaiz 524 Epifile, or the ift of | 
the 5th Book. And Statius in the 4th Book of /xs 
Sylvz, to Maximus Junius 5‘ where he tells him, 
Non tamen portu retinent amcenio-Defides 
Bae | -_ | OC 
” For. the Ancients fometimes faid,. Baia aque for~ 
Baianz. Diodorus defcribes them at large in his 
_ 48th Book; and.Horace, (peaking of this Place, 
_ fays, Nullus in Orbe locus, Bais przlucet amznis. 
Tis now commonly call’d by the Italians, Golfo dj 
Napoli.; a rr re 
Or Dian’s Fane, which near theSu5urb lyes, This 
Temple was in the Neighbourhood of Rome, in a 


Valley, where there was alfo a facred Wood , from 


whence the Poet calls it Templum nemorale::" And 
Lucan, Ba See Se 
Parva Mycenee quantum facrata Diane 
_ Diftat.ab-excelfa Nemoralis Aricia Roma, - 
There were abundance of Candles usd in ity as we 
read i@ Ovid’s.de Eaftis. ar oe? 
- Szpe potens voti frontem redimita corollis 
Femina lucentes portat ab Urbe faces.. 
And Propertius, im the 32d Elegy of his 2d Book, 
- Cum videt ‘accenfis devotam currere tedis- 
_-Innemus & Trivie lumina facra Dex, 


G 3. | ae . Fer 
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For Trivia is the fame with Diana. Thus Statius, 
in the third Book of his Sylvz; | 


_.Jamque Dies aderat profugis cum Regibus aptum. 
-Fumat. Aricinum Nemus ; & face multa. 
Confcius Hippolyti fplendet lucus. Ipfa coronat 
Emeritos Diana Canes. : 


Where Priefts for their Promotion fight a Prize.. 
The Sovereign Prief of Diana Aricina call'd him- 
Self King, and often got that Dignity by gaining 
the better of his Opponent in fingle Combat. This 
Ceremony was renew'd every Tear, and was’ taken | 
from the Prattice of the Scythians, as Strabo re-. 
marks. Ovid abferves the fame thing 5 in the third 
Book of his de Faftis. 


” Regna tenet fortes manibus —— fugaces: | 
Et paret exemplo poft modo quifque fuo. 


For this Priefthood was reckon'd.a Sovereigntyy 
and the Prieft fil'd himfelf Rex Nemorenfis.. Lu- 
can {ays on this SubjeGt in his 3d Book, => 


Qua fublime nemus Scythiz, qua Regna Diane. 
The Wife of this King-Prie? calld her felf 


Queen ‘of Sacrifices ; and this Prie?# was not al- 
low'd to have any Office in the Government, during — 


his Dignity of a Sacerdotal Sovereign: He was é- 


ven forbidden to — at the Commitia, unle/s it 
was onacertain Day, which was mark'd in the 
Roman Calendar ; of which Ovid — in his 34 
: Book de F aftis. | 

| 3 Quatuor 
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Quatuor inde. notis locus eft; quibus ordineledtis, 
Vel. mos facrorum, vel fuga Regis 1neft. | 
Whith is certainly a Place very diffienlt.to be un- . 
derfixod. — But uo doubt the Quatuor notis means 
thofe foar Letters of the Calendar which were. 
Q.R. C.F. and are thus interpreted, Quando Rex 
comitiavit fas, or rather Quando Rex Comitio fu- 
git; which helps very much to explain the Poet's 
Meaning. Neither Merula nor Mycillus fay any 
thing of this. | 
Now let me fing, how fhe who wounds: your Mind, | 
~ With Art may be to cure your Wounds inclin‘d. © 
He propofes here the Means to obtain the good. 
Graces of thofe we think worthy to be courted: And — 
we muft do the fame to acquire fine Learning, as 
Lovers do to fatisfe their Paffiows ; there is to 
need of more Care, and the Pleafure is much great- 
‘er. The Celeftial Venus is more charming than the 
Terreftrial, and Divine Love foon extinguifoes car- 
nal, which barns with an obfcure Fire ; whereas the 
Divine enlightens thofe that it warms with holy 
Defires ; it leaves no Sting behind it, and never has 
an End. | . | oo 
Byblis, we know, did firft her Lovedeclare. The 
Fable is very well known, and how foe felt in Love 
with Caunus ker Brothers both of them the Chit- 
dren of Meander.. Plmy defcribes tt after Ovid : 
But Ovid does not tell as, in his Metamorphofes, 
that Byblis hang’d her felf, as be fays here; for he 
there changes her into a Foxntain. nd 
: Gea Her 
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Her Brothier fhe, her Father Myrrha fought. Myr- | 
© rha’s Love of her Father Cyniras is not'a Fable, 
At leaft Pliny relates this Adventure as a memora- 
ble Story, and fays Cyniras liv’d two hundred and 
ten Years; and that his Daughter took her Mather’s: 
Place, while foe was bufy’d about the Sacrifices to 
Cores, Bat that her Father, difcovering ber mij = 
lence, ran after her a long time with his Sword in 
his Liand. The Fable adds, foe got away by fa- 
vour of the Night, and fled to the Sabeans, where 
foe was chang’d into aTree, which bears her Name. 
See the 1cth Book of the Mctamorphofes. = «_—- 
~ In Ida’s fhady Vale. Not the Ida in Phrygia, but 
an the Ile of Crete, and the higheft Mountain im ~ 
that Ifland, according toa Sixabo. a _ 
A Bull appear’d. Pafiphae, Daughter of the Sums 
and Wife to Minos, King of Crete, is fabled to be 
enamourd of a Bull, and Dedalus, the famous Me- 
chanick, affifted ber to enjoy her deteftable Defiresy - 
by making a Machine like a Cow; within which, 
Ovid tells us, foe was careft by ber Gallant. From 
this Intrigue the Minotaure was born, half Man and 
half Bull, who was enclos'd in a Labyrinth, and, 
by the Affiftance of Ariadne, kill'd by Thefeus. 4f- 
ter the Poet had treated this Subject fo elegantly in 
the 15th Book of his Metamorphofes, he fhews the 
Excellency of his Genius, in adding fo much to it 
here with equal Novelty and Beauty. See the begin- — 
ning of Virgil's 6th fEneis, and Seneca’s Hippolitus. | 
Not Crete; tho’ lying, can the Truth conceal. 
The Cretans were always reckon'd Lyars; and St. 

ye , Paul; 
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Paul, én. bis Epifile to Titus, quotes a Verfe of Epi- 
menides on the fame Subject; Cretenfes femper Men-. 
daces, vc. We did not think it decent to give the | 
Englith Text in.fuch a Place as this. — 
Now wou’d fhe be Europa, Io now. This known | 
Fable is told us thus. Jupiter falling in Love with - 
Europa, Daughter of Agenor, King of Phenicia, 
and taking the Shape of a Bult, ravifh'd her in the 
Di@aean Cave ; and begot Minos and Radaman-' 
thus, 2s we may read in the Metamorphofes. Ho-’ 
race deftribes this Rape admirably, Ode the 37th, 
Book the 3d: Sa does Anacreon, Ode the 35th, 
& Nonnus, in the 1ff Book of his Dionyfiques.. 
The. Fable of Io is this: She is faid to be the 
Daughter of Inachus, debauch’d by Jupiter, and 
| turn'd into a Cow; which jealous Juno perceiving; 
foe bege’d the Cow, and commanded Argos, who had. 
a hundred Eyes, to watch her; but Mercury kil?d. 
her Keepers by Jupiter's Order. Upor which Juno 
firuck lo with Madnefs, and fhe flung her felf into 
the Sea; which, from her, was call’d the Ionian; 
and fwimming to Egypt, was there worfbipp’d by 
the Name of \fis, having firft refum'd her Shapes, 
and marry’'d King Ofiris. Propertius wretes of it - 
in the 28th and 30th Elegies of his 2d Book, ~ 
If Atreus Wife to Inceft had not run. . Atre- 
us’s Wife's Name was Hxopa, fhe fuffer'd her self 
to be debauch'd by her Brother-in- Law. Thyeftes ; 
on which Story Seneca wrote cette excellente Tra- 
gedie de Thyefte, fays our French Author. There | 
are very few Pieces af that Tragick Poet worthy 
that Character. = ~ Thy 


\ 


88 = Notesonthe Firft Book. 

_ Thy Daughter Nifus. Her Name was Scylh, 
‘and foe betray’d her Father, in favour of her Gal- 
lant Minos. The Fable is told at large in the Me- 
tamorphofes. That of the other Scylla is alfo to be 
found there ; foe was chang'd into a Rock, bearing 
Ler Name in the Streight of Sictly. Virgil peaks 


of Scylla, the Daughter of Nifus, in his 6t/ Aineis. 


Quod loquar ? Aut Scyllam Nifi, quam fama fecura eft 
Candida fuccinétam latrantibus inquina monftris, 
See alfo.the Poem of Ceyris,. attributed to Vir- 
gil, where there.zs a large Defcription of the. Fa- 
ble of the firft Seylla. 


- Yet fell a Prey. tohss Adulterous Wife, Clytem- | 


heftra, and the. Adulterer Aigiftheus, murder'd Aga- 
memnon: Upon whofe Death Seneca wrote the Tra- 
gedy calld Agamemnon: Aid Virgil mentions it it 
Ais 11th /Enets : : 8 
Ipfe Mycenzus; magnorum ducer Achivim 
| Conjugis mfande, prima intra hmina dextr#. 

Oppettit: devicta Afia fubfedit adulter. 

The. Greek Poets wrote Tragedies on this Sub- 
Sect s but *tis moft fpoken of in the Oreftes, and 

there's an Image of st in Philoftratu. 

Who knows not what Revenge Medea fought > 
For Jafon’s leaving her, and marrying Creufa,Daugb- 
ter of Creon, King of Corinth. See Seneca’s Medea. 

Thus Phenix dida Woman's Love bewail. Pho 
nix, the Son of Amyntor, enjoy’d a Woman whom 

_ bis Father lov’d. His Father was fo enrag’d at 
him, that he imprecated all the Miferies he could 


think 
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shink of 10 light apow bis Sons whofe Children dpo 
ing, he withdrew to Peleus, Father of Achilles, 
who committed to hiui the Care of his Son's Educa- 


- 


tion. Homer writes that he grew blind, | 
Hy politus by Phaedra fell. Hypolieus, the Som 
of Thefeusy whe was pull’d in pieces by Horfes. 
Our Aathor, in his French Obfervations; fays, this 
Fable is admirably well reprefented in a Tragedy of. 
Seneca’s. And we find this new Critick is a great 


Admirer of that Tragick Poet. He touches light- | 


ly on Euripides’s Tragedy on od pg Subjet; which 
as been with Reafon admir'd by all the Learned. 

He might have mention'd his own Countryman, the 
Pheedre of Racine, much above Seneca’s, end equat 
to that of Euripides'’s, at leaft in moft parts of it. 
We have alfo feen a Phoedsa and Hypolitus /ately 
in our own Language, _. a 
~ Firft gain the Maid.. This Precept is one of the 
moft important in this Treatife: For if you wou'd, 
at any time, gain the Favours of the Mafters you 
muft get the Love of his Men : And if the Alles. 
gory, that the French Tranflator propos'd in the . 
beginning of bis Work,. is worthy of beimg conti- 
nbd, concerning the Paffion which we ought to have 
for the Sciences, wemay now remember that there are: 
fome Sciences which ferve the more Sublime, and 
are very neceffary to be learnt, as Grammar for E- 
loquence, Eloquence for Logick, Logick for Philo- 
fophy, and Philofophy for the divine Sciences. There 
is nothing remarkable in the following Lines for 
swo or three Pages. The Franflator has.done O- 
—_— | _ vid 
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vid Yuftice s and in fome of the Verfes, gives as all 
the, Warmth of the Original... 

The Bird entangl’d. Ovid és fudl of Similes, the > | 


fare Sign of an abounding Fancy: He atfo makes 
ufeof Proverbial Expreffions in fome Places , as — 


All things the Station of their’ Seafens: pon : 
And certain Times there are to fow and reap. 


This is to inform us, that we muft always do 
things in a proper Time, and that which is done 
out of Seafon, will never fucceed. However, ’tis 
not eafie to find out this propitious Hour, efpecially 
in the Affair of Love; and,to fay Truth, all de- 
pends on Fortune, and peal Conjunétures that can- 
not be forefeen. Tet’tis requifite a Man fhou’d do 
his utmoft to find out the lucky Minute, efpectally if 
with the French Tranflator we apply this, Thought 
to other Affairs, and chiefly thofe that tend to our 
Glory and Reputation. : | 
And when fhe celebrates her Birth at Home. The 
Ancients had a great Veneration for their Birth: 


days, as we might prove by a. great number of Ex=-- : 


amples. Several o ih which are inOvid's Elegies, in 
the P Pfeadolus of Plautus, iz Horace; and, what is 
| more confiderable on account of at Author’ s _— 
in Virgil, Eclogue 3. 

Phyllida mitte mihi, meus eft natalis Iola. cae 


Defer thy Work, and put-not then to Sea. This 
Tranflation is general. The Original tells us what 
particular Times and Seafons the Lover a 'd ae 
woes as the Calends of March, 





Sive 
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——_— Sive Calendz 
Quas Venerem Marti continuaffe juvat. 


| Ovid, in his Faftis, gives us the Reafons why the 


Roman Women highly reverenc’d the Galends of — 
March. And at that time Gallants never fail’d to 
fend their Miftreffes Prefents. See the laft Epigram 


of the 5th Book of Martial. 


Ut Vaga nunc certa difcurrunt undique pompa 
Perque vias Urbis muneray perque domos. 


Ovid peaks of the Cirques being adorn’d with — 
. Statues, five erit ornatus, &c. The Decorations of 


the Theatres were all maguificent, as we may fee in 

the 34 Book of this Work. 7 | a 
Aurea quz pendent ornato figna Theatro. 

Pliny in the 34 Chapter of his 7th Book writes, 


that Pompey enrich’d his Theater with rare and 


coftly Statues, among which there was one in par~ 
ticular which reprefented Eutychis, who after the 
Death of twenty of her Children, leap’d into the 
Funeral Pile. This Woman was a Native of 
Tralles in Lydia, and had brought thirty five Sons 
and ‘Daughters into the World. © | | 
‘Regum Opes. The Wealth of Kings; that is, 
the Kings of Hgypt ; whofe ftately Obelisks had 
been brought to Rome to adorn the Cirques, Piei- 
ades, Hedus, &c. The Conjftellation of the Goat, 
which another Conftellation,call’d Auriga, Carries on © 
sts Shoulders, it rifes in the Month of O&ober. 


— Virgil ta the firft Book of his Georgicks writes thus 


of it, 


Prexterea 


ne aaa 
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Preterea tam funt Ar@turi fidera nobis,’ 
Hedorumque dies fervandi, & lucidus anguis. 


To break a Fewife Sabbath, Orc. The Feaff of 
the Seventh-Day among the Jews, infittuted by 


Mofes, was celebrated on Saturday. Zhe Satur- 


nalia were Days of Foy and Pleafure. Ovid fayss 
Culta Paleftino Septima Feftaviro ; and we may per- 
ceive the Jews were very numerous at Rome; by Ovid's 
taking fo much notice of them. Palezftino viro muft 
mean Mofes. Paleftine was a Province joining to 
Syria, which, according to Pliny,took :ts Name from 
Palette, tts Capital ; but, tis certain, the Name of 
that City is not much known in the Jewith Hifto- 
riesy at leaft, not to be a Place of fo much Impor- 
tance as to deferve the Name of a Capital, which 
gvas Jerufalem. a oe . 
Nor whenthe Romans were at Aijaflain. That - 
awas a very unfortunate Day fer-the People of Rome, 
their Army being cut in pieces by the Gauls near the 
River Allja, the 15th of the Calends of Auguft, in 

‘the Tear of the City 363. = ° 
When Bribes and Prefents muft be fent of Courfe. 
Ox the Mifire{s's Birth-Day thefe Prefents were 
commonly Cakes; and therefore the Poet. makes ufe 
| of the Phrafe Natali libo, «s well ds in his Amo- 

rum. : | 

Quum tibi deficient pofcendi munera Caufe,y 

_  Natalem libo teftificare tuum. 

But we find the Ladies were not fatisfyd with 
Cakes only, they wanted Pendants for their Ears 3 


/ 
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and the way.to get them is much the fame ia the 
Galant World now, as in Qvid’s Days. | 
They often Borrow what they never Pay. Our 
Lrenflator follows the general Reading of this Verfe, 
reddenda dari: Whereas ix fome Editions ‘tis Uten- 
da dari, but ‘tis not fo good as the other.. There 
are few Coquets who will lofe any thing for waut 
of asking 3 they borrow what they never intend fo 
reftore ; and this Filting Humour is fo lively pain- 
ted bere by the Poet, that one won'a think he had 
liv’d in another Reign than that of Auguftus’s. 
By Letters, not by Words, thy Love begin. 
The Word in the Original is Cera’; for the Ancients 
usd to write ona fort of Leaves, or Plates of fe- — 
ver@l kinds plafter’d over with Wax, beforethe In- 
vention of Paper was found out, at leaft of fuch — 
Paper as ours; for ‘tis well known they had the 
Leaves of a certain Plant calld Papyrus, which 
— mere brought from Egypt. °Tis true the Ancients 
had other ways of writing, as on Skins call’d.Char- 
tae, aud that comes nearer our Paper; but our Paper 
4s of another Species, and the Cera of the Ancients 
was quite different from the Charta. Ovid fome- 
times ufes the Word Cera, and fometimes Chartay 
indifferently, Ms for the ufe of their Skins, fuch 
as our Parchment, twas above 400 Years before 


_Herodotus’s Time, as that Hifterian mentions inone 


of his Books; and the way of dreffing it as we do 
came from the City of Pergamus. 
Cydippe by a Letter was betray'd. This was a 
beautiful young Lady of the Ificof Delos, with whom 
| | | ' Acontius, 
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Acontius, of the [land of Ceasy falling in Love, up- 
on feeing ker in the Temple of Diana, and not da- 
ring to declare his Paffion, he contriv’'d a Way 
‘to write to her on aGolden Apple, the two Ver- 
‘fes which are cited. in Cydippe’s Epiftle; where wus 
to be {een what happen'd afterwards, and on what 
account Cydippe was oblig’d to entertain Acontius, 
‘ashe defird. — - | = 7 : 
~ Learn Eloquence, Ge. Ovid /ays, learn the Bel- 
‘Jes Lettres ; Difce bonas Artes; of which, indeed, B- 
. boquence is the Méftrefs. The Poet means by it, not 
only this Art, but all the other fit-for a Man of 
a to fiudy; and the Roman Nodilty were 
all educated in thefe Studies; by which Advan- 
tage the Court of Auguftus became fo polite. — 
But in thy Letter hide thy moving Arts; - 
Affe& not to be thought a Man of Parts, ‘That 
- 35, don’t let your Wit get the better of your Paffion; 
nor,as a Modern Poet did, court: your Miftrefs with 
Metaphyficks. The Text, in fome Editions, is ce- 
re tue; in thy Letters, and in others, particularly 
Elzevir’s, voces tue, your Talk. The Verfionis the 
“moft natural Reading, confidering what went be- 
‘fore. Thefe Verfes, and thofe that come after, 
give us a lively Idea of the excellent Tafte of 
“the Ancients, as well in Familiar and Gallant, as 
inPhilofophical or Political Epiftles. Ovid advt- 
fes his Lover to avoid. affected Learning, too ma- 
ny Figures, and every thing that looks like Arts 
for that is always fufpected in the Affairs of Love. 
Cou’d any one give better Advice on this Occafion ? 
Sh Une ) ” Thefe 
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Thofe who would write Love-Letters fhould not 
feck after Flourifbes, nor ufe founding Words, . as 
fome of the Moderns have done, both in our own 
_ and our Neighbours Tongues. ’Tis true, the French, 
by imitating Voiture, have acquir’d a natural way 
of writing, which very few Englith Authors have 
attain’d: Tet we would by no means infinuate that — 
their Gensus is fuperior to the Englith; but their 
Humour and their Language affifi them in this mat- 
ter, and they have abundance of very agreeable Let- 
ters. My Author goes farther, and fays, 1 may fay 
we come very near the Gufto’ of the Ancients, | 
mean fuch as write always with Genius and Judg- 
ment, and not fuch as want both the one and the o- 
ther, whofe Number is very great. —- 

In time the Steer will to the Yoke fubmit. Ovid 
has this S:mile-more than. once or twice, in thefe 
three Books; yet he gives it anew turn ‘always, by 
joining new Similes with it ; and the fame Method 
he obferves with others. 

Water is foft, and Marble hard, and yet _ 

We fee foft Water thro’ hard Marble eat. Lucre- 
tius makes ufe of the fame Simile in his iff Book: 
Stillicidi cafus lapidem cavat, &c. And in another 
he fays, Se os 
Gutta cavat lapidem non vi fed fepe cadendo. 

Mean time, if:fhe be carry‘d in her Chait. *Zes 
not eafie to afcertain what fort of things the Chairs 
or Litters were, in which the Roman Ladies were 
Carry-ds there's great Reafon to believe they were 
like our Sedans or common Chairs, for we read that 

— a the 
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the Liburnians and Syrians, ffrong lufty Fellows, 
were employ'd in carrying them. | 

But drefs not like a Fop, nor curl your Hair, 

Nor with a Pumice make your Body bare. For 
it feems the Beaus were not fo well received by the 
Ladies in Ovid's Time, as the Men of Wit and Worth. 
Tempora mutantur. 4 Fop now-a-days makes his 
way as eafie as a Man of Merit did in his. As to 
this curling or rather twifting of the Hair, Martial 
Speaks of it, talking of the Sicambrians, Crinibus 
in nodum tortis venere Sicambri. The ufe of the 
Pumice.ftone is very ancient: The Romans pluck’d 
up their Hair with it, and the Book-binders now 
fimooth their Covers with it. The foft effeminate 
Fellows, fuch as Cybele’s Eunuchs, made ufe of it 
oftner than other Men. The Peafants, in fomeParts 
of England, take off their Beards with it, inftead 
of a Razor. | | | 

And free your Armpits from the Ram and Goat. 
In this Expreffion, which is Ovid's in the main, the 
Romans bore with an Idea that perhaps the Delicacy 
of the Moderns will be offended with. The Smell of a 
Ram or Goat is very rank, and from thofe Animals 
the Proverb came, The Ram lives under his Arm- 
pits, to exprefs a nafty Smell. Thus Horacey 

An gravis hirfutis cubet hircus in alis. 
And Catullusy in his 27th Epigram, Si cui jure bo-. 
no facer alarum obftitit hircus. And in the 71/t, 

Lzedit te quedam fabula, qua tibi fertur,: 

Valle fub alarum trux habitare caper. 

Which is a very troublefome Bufinefs. : 
_ | | Now 


_—— | 
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Now Bacchus calls me to his jolly Rites.. Wine 
is favourable to Lovers, in{piring them at once with 
Boldnefs and Vigour, Upon this, Propertius, in the 
17th Elegy of his 34 Book, which is almoft entirely 
on this Subject, writes, | | 
Per te junguntur, per te folvuntur amantes 

Tu vittum ex animo dilue Bacche meo. 
And Ovid himfelf, in the 2d Book of his Remedy of 
Love, | 
Vina parant animos Veneri, nifi plurima fumas, &c. - 

Fair Ariadne wander'd on the Shore. The Poet 
tells what happen’d to Ariadne after Thefeus had 
Sorfaken her: Bacchus came, comforted and marry'd 
her. He {peaks of it alfo in the 8th Book of his | 
Metamorphofes, in the 3d of his de Faftis, and in 
his Epiftle from Ariadne to Thefeus. Catullus does 
the fame in his Poem of the Marriage of Peleus and 
Thetis, and in that of Berenice’s Hair. Propertius 
mentions it in his 17th Elegy, Book 3. Philoftratus 
in his Paintings; and feveral others. For I only 
name fuch as come into my Memory, or that I have 
before me, and omit a great many out of defign, be- 
caufe I fhould be tedious in quoting all that have 
treated of this Story. The fame I may fay for my 
Self on other Occaftons.' The Ifland Dia, mention’d 
by Ovid, but omitted in the Tranflation, is near 
Crete, as Ptolemy obferves; and Pliny fays it a- 
bounded fo with Vines, that it was call’d Dionyfi- 
ade.. Others name it Little Sicily, er Calliope. ’Zis ° 
75 Miles round, and, as itis faid, half as big a- 
gain as Paros. "Iwas — call'd Naxos, -_ 

. 7 2 the 
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the Name .of a King who reign'd there, and was 
the Son of Polemon. : - 
"The founding Cymbals, de. Cymbals, Drum 
little Bells and Pipes were Bacchus and Mother Cy- 
bele’s. Confort, as Propertius fays, Elegy 175 Book 3° 
Sikenus on his Afs. The nurfing Father and Pe- 
dagogue of Bacchus; with whom Ovid makes merry 
here, as alfo in feveral Places of his de Faftisy em 
the 1/2, 34, and 6th Books. See Virgil’s Silenusy | 
Eclogue 6. | | | , | 
The Satyrs laugh. Ovid calls them light Satyrs , 
and the Tranflator, a few Lines before, {cudding 
Satyrs, from their [peed in running. Pliny, who 
sells us more than we believe, fays there was a Race 
of them in the Eaft-Indies that had four Feet, but that 
they ran only with two; that they had human Fa- 
ces like Men; and that ’twas impoffible to catch’em 
unlefs they were old or fick. St. Jerome makes men- 
tion of a Satyr that appear’d to St. Anthony when 
he was going to vifit Paul the Hermit. But the 
Saint and the Naturalift are in this cafe of equal 
Authority. | | 
By fwift Tygers drawn. Others fay Onces, or . 
, er Cats call’'d Lynxes. Thus Statius zn bis The- 
aid: | | 
Promovet effrenz dextra Jevaque fequuntur 
Lynces, & uda mero lambunt retinacula Tigres. 
Tis faid Tygres and Lynxes drew Bacchus's Car, 
becaufe thofe two forts of Animals are wonderful 
Lovers of Wine, and eat.Grapes. Solinus gives 
the Reafon for tt. | 
a Shout 
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Shout at the Sight, and fing the nuptial Song. Jt 
was an ancient Cuftom to fing Hymns of Foy at 
Weddings; which Hymns were calld Epithalami- 
ums, or Hymeneans, from a certain Athenian nam’d 
Hymen, who, as Servius reports, deliver'd Maids 
from a terrible Trouble, for which they us'd to in- 
voke him when they marry'd, as the God who eas'd 
them of the Burthen of their Maidenheads, Le Li- 
berateur de leur Virginité, as my French Author 
has it; and whether ’tis more a Slavery or a Bur- 
then, let the Satyrifis determine. Catvullus fays 
Hymen was the Son of Bacchus and Venus. The. 
Euoe mention’d by Ovid to exprefs their fhouting 
was like our Huzza. All the Vowels muft be dt- 
finétly pronouncd, for the U after the E is not a 
Confonant, as fome imagine, but the Word muft be 
read, E, U, O, E. 43 

But thou, when flowing Cups. The Poets Dire- 
tions how the Lover fhould behave himfelf at Table, 
are very confiderable in the Affair he is {peaking of. 

In liquid purple Lerters. Spell fome Wine, ana 
write her Name. This is not worthy the Roman E- 
legance in all things: And, as a late Commentator 
obferves upon this occafion, they could Lave no Table. 
cloth ; for otherwife Ovid's Advice ts not feafible. 

Thy Service ev’n the Husband muft attend.  7dzs 
and the Verfes that follow fhew that Ovid did not 

' mean very honeftly, and tke “Decree of the Senate 
was obtain'd againft him for this Crime, as’tis pre- 
tended, becaufe ’twas firittly forbidden by the Ro- 
man Laws to corrupt marry’d Women, to prevent 

| | H 3 «the 
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the Abufis whith might happen in Succeffion, and 

the injuring another Man, in taking from him what 

only belongs to himfelf. For which Reafon this Poet 
fays afterwards, 

| Tuta frequenfque licet fit via crimen habet. 


Drink to a certain Pitch, Ge. Inde Procurator, 


ec. which is rather paraphras’d than tranflated, 
He gives Directions how to avoid drinking too 
much, by baulking the Glafs, or making as if you 
drunk more than you did. The French Commentator 
reads it Propinator, one that taftes the Wine: Pro- 
curator gzves another Idea. | 
ELurytion jultly fell. Eurythus or Eurytion was 
one of the Centaurs at Perithous's Vedding, who 


got fo drunk that he attempted to ravifs Hippoda- 


— mia the Bride; but Thefeus knock’d him down with 
a Bowl, and made him bring his Wine up again with 
Blood. Ovid defcribes it in his 2d Book of Meta- 
morphofes ; and Propertius, Book 2, Elegy 335 
Tu quoque 6 Eurytion vino Centaure perifti. 

And call him happy who is in her Grace. In La- 
tin, Et bene dic don.inz, bene, cum quo dormiet 
ila. Make Vows for your Miftrefs’s Happinefs, 
and even for his who lyes with her. This bene dic 
as thus interpreted by fome Authors, and feems ta 
‘take in the Senfe of the Poet. | 
Lay Bookfulnefs, that Ruftick Virtue, by. Mo- 
defty is a Vice, when it binders us from doing any 
thing that is profitable tous; and the Misfortune 


isy it generally comes upon us unfeafonably, and 


when it foould not. When st foould, wecommonly mifs 
ts and when we do not want it, "tis impertinent. 
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No Rules of Rhetorick here I need afford. He 
talks of Modefty, and fays, if the Lover banifbes 
it, he has no occafion for Elogquences for Love and 
Fortune favour the bold. Audacem forfque Venuf- 
que juvant; which daily Experience fhows to be an 
eternal Truth. hae | 

Praife the proud Peacock, @xc. Juno’s Bird, whofe 
Beauty Pliny elegantly defcribes. You find it alfo 
in the iff Book of Ovid's Metamorphofes, towards 
the End. Hortentius the Orator was the firft Ro- 
man who kil?d a Peacock to eat it, and afterwards 
twas one of their niceft Difhes. oo 

Not that they live abovetlike lazy Drones. Speak- 
ing of thesGods according to the Stoicks Op:nion, 
which, contrary to the Epicureans, afferted that the 
Deities concern’d themfelves in the Affairs of this 
World. c | 
- *Tisa prophane and a deceitful Kind. Ju the O- 
riginal, ex magna parte prophanum {unt genus. 742s 
is a very fevere Reflection on the Sex, and ’tis ho- 
ped, whatever it might be in Ovid's Time, the Scan- 
dal will not ftick now. The Ancients call'd every 
thing that was not holy prophane, as much as to 
fay porro a phano, far from the Temple and Piety. 
The Tranflator has given it us literally, and what 
he adds of his own foftens the Original a little.. 
My French Author thinks the prophanum here is to 
be taken in the fame Senfe with that in Horace’s 
known Ode, Odi prophanum yulgus & arceo; but 
we would rather underftand it only as oppos’d to 
Holy, and then every thing that « not holy cannot 
| 4 be 
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be term’d Wicked, We would bring off the Poet as. 
well as we.could, and let him anfwer for it, éfit 
not done compleatly. 

Inform’d the King. Bufiris King of Egypt, Som 
of Neptune and Libya, whofe Story ts told at large 
ty Herodotus, and in the 4th Book of Seneca’s Na- 
‘tural Queftions ; as is alfo that of Phalaris, Tyrant 
of Sicily, and Perillus, who invented the Brazen 
— Bull for that Tyrant; an Invention to put poor 
Wretches toa cruel Death, and by a juft Fudgment. 
of Heaven the Inventor was the firft who madeTri- 
al of it. a : | 

Fair Phebe, and her Sifter, did prefer — | 

To their dull Mates the noble Ravifher. Phzbe 
and \lara were two Daughters of Leucippus, both 
famous for their Beauty. Their Father promis'd’em 
in Marriage to \das and Lynceus, but Caftor and 
Pollux /fole them away from him, (das and Lyn- | 
ceus purfuing the Ravifbers, Caftor fell by the hand 
of Lynceus, and Lynceus was himfelf flain by Pole. 
lux: Idas running upon the latter, to revenge the 
‘Death of his Companion, was firuck to the Ground 
by Thunder at Pollux’s Feet; which Ovid bas ele- 
gantly defcrib’d in his de Fattis. | a 
~ The nobler Pallas. Minerva or Pallas was not 
only the Godde[s of Arms, but of Arts and Manu- 
factures. The Poet means, he has learnt of her e- 
nough to [pin, kt him now learn of her the more 
Llorious Exercifes of Arms. oe 

None of the Nymphs, Ge. The ancient Heroins,’ 
veteres Heroidas, as lope one of Afopus’s twelve 

7 Daughters, 
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Daughters, Europa, Danae, Antiope, Semele, Io, 
Califto, Alcmena, Maia, EleGtra, and feveral others, 
whom Jupiter was in Love with, and by whom be 
had Children. e: 4 

Orion wander'd in the Woods for Love. Orion 
fell in Love with the Nymph Lyrice, fome name 
her Lynce, from a Lynx, 2wild Beaft fo :call'd, 
which is Merula’s Interpretation. But tho’ who 
this Lyrice was is not very well known, yet ’tis 
not likely that Orion foould be fo paffionately ena- 
mourd of a wild Beaft; and ’tis very probable he 
might be fo charm’d with a beautiful Damfel. 
' *Tis true, Patroclus, Gc. Patroclus, Son of 
Meneceus, and Grand-Son of AGor, who having 
kill’d Clyfonymus, Son of. Amphidamas, was 6a- 
nifo'd his Country, and came to Phtia, where he re- 
main d with Peleus, Achilles’s Father, his Kinf- 
man. By this means he contratted a firiét Friend- 
feip with Achilles, and accompany’d him to the 
Siege of Troy, where he was kill’d. 

Nor Pylades. Hermione embrac’'d. Hermione, 
Daughter of Menelaus and Hellen, who. marry’d- 
her Coufin-German Oreftes. Pylades was her Huf- 
band’s friend, and therefore he would not offer to 
carrupt bis Wife. This Prince was the Son of Stro- - 
phius Kzng of Phocis. | es 

All things are not produc’d in any Soil. This is 
one of Ovid's happy ways of making ufe of common 
Similes ; and this and others are brought in kere, to 
fhew, a Lover muft comport himfelf varioufly, ac- 
cording to the various Humours of Women. 

And 
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And as for Fifhes, fome with Darts are ftruek. 
This gives usa various Idea, and livelily expreffes 
the Authors Thought, that Women are to be caught 
feveral ways. a a 

But here ‘tis time to reft my felf and you. Zo caf? 
Anchor, as Ovid fays; Hic teneat noftras anchora 
jacta rates; as one arriv’d at a Port, where tho’ be 
zs not to ftay long, he intends to refrefo himfelf: 


For we cannot underfiand any thing more by it; 


fince, to continue the Simile, he purfwes his Voyage 
an the next Book. : 4 
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N” W. lo Pan fing ! now Wreaths prepare! 
| And, with repeated Jés, fillthe Air: 
The Prey 1s fall’n in my fuccefsful Toils, 








My artful Nets inclofe the lovely Spoils. 

My Numbers nowy ye fmiling Lovers, crown, 6§ 
And make your Poet deathlefs in Renown: 

With lafting Fame my Verfe fhall be inroll'd, 

And I preferr’d to all the Bards of old. 

Thus Parzs from the warlike Spartans bore 

Their ravifh'd Bride, to Ida's diftant Shore: ‘10 


Vidorious 
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Vidorious Pe/ops thus in Triumph drove 
The vanquifh’d Maid, and thus ~—T" his Love. 





Stay, eager Youth! your Barque’s but under Sail; 
- ‘The diftant Port requires a profp’ roUs Gale. - 
Ti 1S not enough the yielding Beauty’s founds | - Z 
‘And with my Aid your artful Paflion crown’'d : 
‘The Conquefts our fuccefsful Condua gain’d, . 
With Art muft be fecur’d, by Arts maintain’d. 
The Glory’s more to guard, than win the Prize ; | 
There all the Toil and threatning Danger lyes. 20 
If ever, Cupid, now indulgent prove, | 
O Fenus ! aid; thou charming Queen. of Love! 
Kind Erato, let thy aufpicious Name . 
Infpire the Work, and raife my ‘gen’rous Flame. 
The Labour's great! a Method I defign = = 25 
For Love; and will the fetter'd. God confine : 


The | 
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The God that roves the fpacious World around, 
In ev’ry Clime, and diftant Region found; 
Adive and light, ‘his Wings elude our Guard, 
And to confine a Deity ishard. . = ° go 
His Gueft from flight Minos inclos'd around, 
Yet he with Wings a daring Paffage found. 
Thus Dedalus her Off-{pring firft confin’d, 
‘Who, with a Bull, in lewd Embraces join’d: 
Her teeing Womb the horrid Crime confeQs 34 
Big with a human Bull, half Man, half Beatt. 
Said he, juft Minos, beft of human kind, 
Thy Mercy let a proftrate Exile find: 
By Fates compell’d my Native Shoars to fly, 
Permit me, where I durft not live, to die. 40 
Inlarge my Son, if you negle& my Tears, 
And fhow Compaffion to his blooming Years: 
Let not the Youth a long Confinement mourn, 
Oh free the Son, or let his Sire return! 
| Thus 
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Thus he implor’d, but ftill implor'd in vain, 45 
Nor could the Freedom that he fought, obtain. 
Convinc'd at length ; Now, Dedalus, he cry‘dy | 
Here's Sub ject for thy Art that’s yet untry’d. 

| Minos the Earth commands, and guards the Sea, 
No Pafs the Land affords, the Deep no. Way: — 50 

Heav’ns only free, we'll Heav’ns aufpicious "e 





Attempt to pafs, where kinder Fates invite; 

F avour, ye Powers above, my daring Flight! 
Misfor unes oft prove to Invention kind, 

Inftrué our Wit, and aid the lab’ring Mind: 455 
For who can credit Men, in wild Defpair, 

Should force a Paffage thro’ the yielding Air? 
Feathers for Wings defign’d the Artift ehate: 

And bound with Thread his forming Pinions clofe: 
With temper'd Wax the pointed Ends he wrought, 60 
And to Perfection his new Labours brought. 
| The 


* 
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The finith’d Wings his fmiling Off-{pring views, 
Admires the Work, not confcious of their Ufe : 
To whom the Father faid, obferve aright, 
Obferve, my Son, thefe Inftruments of Flight. 65 
In vain the Tyrant our Efcape retards, +» 
The Heav’ns he cannot, all but Heav’n he guards: 
Tho’ Earth and Seas elude thy Father’s Care, 
‘Thefe Wings fhall waft us through the {pacious Air. 
Nor fhall my Son Celeftial Signs furvey, aby (2) 
Far from the radiant Virgin take your Way: 
Or where Bootes the chill’d North commands, 
And with his Fauchion dread Orion ftands s 
I'll go before, me ftill retain in fight, | 
Where’er I lead, fecurely make your Flight. 75 
For fhould we upward foar too near the Sun, 
Diffolv'd with Heat, the liquid Wax will run: 
Or near the Seas an humbler Flight maintain, 
Our Plumes will fuffer by the fteeming Main. 

7 A 
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A Medium — the Winds obferve ariglit ; 80 





The Winds will aid your advantageous Flight. 

He caution‘d thus, and thus inforin’d him long, 

As careful Birds inftruct their tender Young : 

The fpreading Wings then to his Shoulders bound, 

His Body poiz’d, and rais’d:-him from the Ground. 85 

' Prepar’d for flight, his aged Arms embrace 

The tender Youth, whilft Tears o’erflow his Face. 

_ A Hill there was, from whence the anxious Pair _ 

Effay'd their Wings, and forth they launch’d in Air: 

Now his expanded Plumes the Artift plies, go 

Regards his Son, and leads along the Skies; 

Pleas'd with the Novelty of flight, the Boy 

Bounds in the Air, and upward fprings with Joy. 

_ The Angler views them from the diftant Strand; 

And quits the Labours of his trembling Hand. 95 

Samos they paft, and Naxos in their fight, 

And Delos, with Apolle’s Prefence bright. | 
Now 
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Now on their right Ledynthes Shores they found; *¢ 

For fruitful Lakes and fhady Groves renown’d. | 

When the afpiririg Boy forgot his Eears, eq. 

Rath with hot Youth and tinexperienc’d Years: ; 

Upwatds he foar’d; thaintain'd a lofty Stroke, 

And his directing Fathet’s Way fosfook. 

The Wax, of Heat impatient, melted run, | 

Nor could his Wings fuflain that Blaze of Sun. 103 

From Heav’n he views the fatal Depths below, : | 

Whilft killing Fears prevent the diftant Blow. 

His ftrugling Arms now no Aflittdnce find, 

Nor poize the Body, nor receive the Wind: 

Falling; his Father he implotes in vain; tid 

To aid his Flight, and finking Limbs fuftain; 

His Name invokes, "till the expiring Sound 

Far in the Floods with Icarus was drown’d. 

The Parent mourns, a Parent now nomore; 

And feeks. the abfent Youth on ev’ry Shore: 119 
| Where’s 





N\ 


112 OVID’s 





Say in what diftant Region of the Skies, 
Or faithlefs Clime the youthful Wand'rer flies! 


Then view’d his Pinions {catter’d o’er the Stream, 


Where's my lov’d Son, my Icarusthe cries; 


The Shore hisBones receiv'd, the Waves his Name. 120 
Minos with Walls attempted to detain 

His flying Guefts, but did attempt in vain: 

Yet the wing’d God fhall to our Rules fubmit, 

And Cupid yield to more prevailing Wit. 


 Theffalian Arts in vain rafh Lovers ufe, 125 
In vain with Drugs the {cornful Maid abufe: 
The skilfull’ft Notions ineffectual prove, 
Ufelefs are Magick Remedies in Love. ~ 
Could Charms prevail; Circe had prov'd her Art, 
And fond: Medea fix'd her Fafon’s Heart. 130 
Nor tempt with Philters the difdainful Dame; 
They Rage infpire, create a frantick Flame : 

| 1 Abftain 
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Abftain from Guilt, all vicious Arts remove, 
- And make your Paffon worthy of her Love. 
Diftruft your empty’ Form and boafted Face, 139 
- ‘The Nymph ingage a thoufand nobler Ways: 
To fix her vanquifh’d Heart intirely thine, 
Accomplifh’d Graces to your Native join. | 
Beauty’s but frail, a Charm that foon decays, | 
Its Luftre fades as rolling Years increafe, Hg 
And Age ftill triumphs o’er the ruin’d Face.. 
This Truth the fair but fhort-liv’d Lilly fhows, 
And Prickles that furvive the faded Rofe, _ 
Learn, lovely Boy, be with Inftruction wife! _ 
Beauty and Youth mif-fpent are paft Advice. 145 
Then cultivate thy Mind with Wit and Fame, 
Thofe lafting Charms furvéve the Fun’ral Flame, 


With Arts and Sciences your Breaft improve, 
Of high Import are Languages in Love: | 
I 2 —— ‘The 
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The fam’d U/yffes was not fair nor young, 1§0 





But eloquent and charming with his Tongue: 

And yet for him contending Beauties ftrove, 

And ev'ry Sea-Nymph fought the Hero's Love. 

Calyp fo mourn’d when he forfook her Shores, 

And with fond Waves detain’d his hafty Oars. 154 

Oft the inquir'’d of ruin’d Liam's Fate, 

Making him oft the wondrous Tale relate: 

Which with fuch Grace his florid Tongue could frame, 

The Story ftill was new, tho’ ftill the fame. 

Now ftanding onthe Shores, Againdeclare, 160 

Calypfo cry’d, your fam'd Exploits in War. | 

He with a Wand, a flender Wandhe bore; 

Delineates ev'ry Action on the Shore. 

Here’s Troy, fays he, then drawsthe Walls in Sand, 

There Simois flows, here my Battalions ftand. 165 

A Field there was, and then deferibes the Field, 

Where Dolon, with Rewards deceiv'd, we kill'd. 
_ | Juft 
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Juft thus intrench’dimagine Rhefis lyes, 
And here we.make hia warlike Steeds our Prize. 
Much he defcrib’d, when a deftru@ive Wave 170 
Wath'd off the flender Troy, and rolling gave | 
To Rhefus and his Tents one common.Grave. 





Long with Delight his charming Tongue fhe heard, 
The well-rais'd Paffion in he Looks appear'd: 
The Goddefs: weeps tq view his {preading Sails; 175 
So much.a Soldier with the Sex prevails. -_ 
Diftruft thy Form, fond'Youth, and learn to know; 
There’s more requir’d in Love than empty Show. 
With juft Difdain the treats the haughty Mind, . 
‘Tis Complaifance that makes aBeauty:kind. 180 
The Hawk we hate that. always lives in Arms; . . 
The raging Wolf. that.ey’ry F lock alarms: - | | 
But the mild Swallow none with Toils infeits, 
And none the foft Chaonien Bird molefts. 

I 3 Debates 
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Debates avoid, and rude Contention fhun, - 


A Woman's with fubmiffive Language won. 


Letthe Wife rail, and injur’d Husband fwear, 


Such Freedoms are allow’d the marry’d Pair: 
Difcord and Strife to Nuptial Beds belong, 
The Portion juftifies a clam’rous Tongue. 
With tender Vows the yielding Maid endear, 
And leg her only Sighs and Wifhes hear. 
Contrive with Words and Adtions to delight, 


185, 


190 


Still charm her Ear, and ftill oblige her Sight. 


I no Inftrudtionsto the Rich impart, 


He needs not, that prefents, my ufelefs Art: 


The giving Lover's handfome, valiant, wife, 


His happy Fortune is above Advice. 
I to the Needy fing; tho’ Poor, I love, 


And,wantingWealth, with meltingLanguage move.20@ | 


195 


His 
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His Honour ftorms a ftubborn Damfel’s Door; | 


I'm cautious to affront, becaufe I’m poor: 





With pleafing Arts I court, with Arts poflefs; © . 
Or if I’'mbounteons, ‘tis in Promifes, — 
Inrag’d, I ruff'd once Corznna’s Hair, | 205 
Long was! banih’d by the injur’d Fairs - | | | 
Long mournful Nights for this. confum’d alone, _ 
Nor could my Tears the furious Maidatone. =, 
Weeping; fhe vow'd a Suit of Point I tore ; £ S - . | 
Falfly : the vow'd, ‘but I muft purchafe more. = 310 
Make not your guilty Mafter’s Crime your qwn, 3 
But by my Punifhment my Error fhun. 

Indecent Fury from her Sight remove, 

No Paffion let your Miftrefs know, but Love: 


Yet if the haughty Nymph’sunkind, andcoy, 215 
Or fhuns your Sight 3 have Patience, and enjoy. 
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By flow Degrees we bend the flubborn Bough 3 
What Force refifts, with Art will pliant STOW. 


In vain.we ftem a Torrent’s rapid Force, 





But {wim with Eafe, complying withits Courft. 220 
By gentler Arts we Savage Beafts reclaim, - 

And Lyons, Bulls, and: furious Tygers tame. 
Fiercely Atlante o'er the Foret rov'd, 

Cruel and wild, ‘and yet at laft fhe lov'd. 

Melanion long deptor'd his hopelefs Flame, ‘ 2295 
And weeping, in the Woods purfu'd the fcornfulDame; 
On his fubmiffive Neck her Toils he wore; 

And with his Miftrefs chac’d the dreadful Boar. 
Arm’d to the Woods 1 bid you not repair, 


Nor follow over Hills the Savage Fair: = 230 


My fofe Injunctions lefs fevere you ‘ll find, — 

Eafie to learn, and fram’d to-ev'ry Mind, 

Her Withes never, hor her Will withftand; 

Submit, you conquer; ferve, and you'll command. 
Fer 
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Her Words approve, deny what fhe denies, 235 
Like where fhe likes, and where fhe {corns, defpife. 
Laugh when fhe fmiles; when fad, difolye in Tears 
Let ev'ry Gefture fympathize with hers, 
If fhe delights, as Women will, in Play, 
Her Stakes returh; yourready Lofingspay. . 24@ 
When the’s at Cards, or ratling Dice the throws, 
Connive at Cheats, and generoufly lofe. 
A fmiling Winner let the Nymph remain, 
Let your pleas‘d Miftrefs every Conqueft gain. 
In Heat, with an Umbrello ready ftand ; 245 
When walking, offer: your officious Hand : 
Her trembling Hands, tho’ you fuftainthe Cold, 
Cherith, and to your warmer Bofom hold. 
Think no inferior Office a Difgrace, 
No Action, that-a Miftrefs gains, is bafe. 250 
The Hero that eluded Funes Spights 
find ev'ry Monfter overcame in Fight 

That 
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That paft fo many bloody Labours o're, | 


~. 


al 


And well deferv'd that Heav’n whofe Weight he ae >. 


Amidtt Jonian Damfels carding ftands, 


And grafps the Diftaff with obedient Hands; __ 


In all Commands the haughty Dame obeys: 
And who difdains to a& like Hercules ? 


If the’s at Law, be fure commend the Laws, ° . 
Sollicit with rheJudge, or plead herCaufe. . 


_ With Patience at the Affignation wait, 

Early appear, attend her coming late, 
Whene’er fhe wants a Meflenger, away, . 
And her Commands with flying F eet obey. 
When late from Supper the’s returning home, 
And calls her Servant, as a Servant come, . 


She for the Country Air retires from Town, 





257 


260. 


265 


¥ou want a Coach, or Horfe, why foot it down: _ 


Let not the fultry Seafonof the Year,. 


The falling Snows, or conftant Rains deter. 


270 


Love 


——  . 
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Love is a Warfare, and ignoble Sloth . 
Seems equally contemptible in both : 

In both are Watchings, Duels, anxious Cares, 
The Soldier thus, and thus the Lover fares; | 


With Rains he's drench 'd, with piercing Tempedts 
(thak cs 


And onthe colder Earth his Lodging tie 4g "6 
Fame fays that Phebus kept Admetus’s Herds _ 
And coarfly in an humble Cottage far’ ds oe 
No fervile Offices the God deny'd ; d; 


Learn this ye Lovers, and renounce your Pride. 280 


When all Accefs i Is to your Miftref hard, | - _ 
When ev’ry Door’s fecur ‘d, and Window barr d: | 
The Roof untile, fome defp’ rate Paflage find, 

You cannot be too bold to make her kind : - 

Oh how fhe’ll clafp you when the Danger” $0 Te, 285 
And value your deferving Paffion more. 
| | Thus 
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Thus thro’ the boift’rous Seas Leander mov'd, 
Not to poffefs, butfhow how much he lov’d. 





Nor blufhing think how low yau condefcerid: 
Tocourt her Maids, andmake each Slave your Friend : 
Each by their Names familiarly falute, 291 
And beg them to promote your am‘rous Suit. 
Perhaps a Bribe’s requir’d; your Bounty fhows 
And from your flender Fortunes part beftow. — 

A double Bribe the Chamber-maid fecures, 295 
And when the Favorite’s gain’d, the Fair is yours. 
She'll add, to ev'ry thing you do, aGrace, 

And watch the wanton Hours, and time her Praife. 
When Servants merry make, and feaft and play, _ 
Then give her fomething to keep Holiday. 300 
Retain ‘em ev’ry one, the Porter moft, | 
And Her who nightly guards the happy Coaft. 
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I no profufe nor coftly Gifts commend, 

‘But chufe and time it well, whate’er you fend. 
Provide the Produ of the early Year, | 305 
And let your Boy the rural Prefent bear: 7 
Tell her ’twas frefh, and from your Manor brought, 
Tho’ ftale, and in the Suburb Market bought. 

‘The firft ripe Clufter let your Miftrefs eat, 

With Cheftnuts,Mellons,and fair Peaches treat: 310 
Some larger Fifh, or choicer Fow! prefent, | 
They recommend your Paflion, where they're fent. 
‘Tis with thefe Arts the childlefs Mifer’s caught, 
Thus future Legacies are bafely bought: 

But may his Name with Infamy be curft, 315 
That practis'd them on Love and Women firft. — 


In tender Sonnets moft your Flame rehearfe, 
But who, alas! of late are mov'd by Verfe? 


Women 
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“Women a wealthy treating F ool admire, 





Applaud your Wit, but coftly Gifts require. 320 

This is the Golden Age, all worfhip Gold, 

Honours are purchas’d, Love and Beauty fold. 

*’ Should Homer come with his harmonious Train, 
And not prefent, Lfomer’s turn’d out again. 

| ‘Some of the Sex have Senfe, their Number’s mall, 

Moft ignorant, yet vain Pretenders all: 326 

Flatter alike, {mooth empty Stanza’s fend, 

They feldom Senfe, but Sound and Rime commend. 

Should you with Art compofe each polith’d Line, 

And make her, like your Numbers, all divine: 330 

Yet the'll a Treat, or worthlefs Toy prefer, 

Toall th’ immortal Poet's boafted Care. 


But he that covets to retain her Heart, 
Let him apply his Flattery with Art : 
With 
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With lafting Raptures on her Beauty gaze, ~~ = 335 

And make her Form the Subject of his Praife. 

Purple commend, when fhe’s in Purple drefs'd 5 

In Scarlet, wear fhe looks in Scarlet beft: 

Array’d in Gold, her graceful Mein adores 

Vowing thofe Eyes tranfcend the {parkling Oar. 340 

With Prudence place each Complement aright, — 

Tho’ cladinCrape, let homely Crape delight. 

In forted Colours, praife a vary'd Drefs ; 

In Night-cloaths, or Commode, let either pleafe. 

Or when fhe combs,’ or when fhe curlsher Hair, 345 

Commend her curious Art and gallant Air. © 

Singing, her Voice, dancing, her Step admire, | 

Applaud when the defifts, and ftill defire: | 

Let all her Words and Actions Wonder raife, 

View her with Raptures, and with Raptures praife. 

Fierce as Medufa tho’ your Miftrefs prove; 351 

Thefe Arts will teach the ftubborn Beauty Love.. 
Be 





Be cautious left you ovet-a& your Part; 

And temper your Hypocrifie with Art : 

" Let no falfe Aion give your Words the Lies 355 
For undeceiv'd, fhe’s ever aftet thy. 

In Autumn oft, when the luxurious Yeat 

Purples the Grapes and fhows the Vintage near s 
When fultry Heats, when colder Blafts arife, } 
And Bodies languith with inconftant Skies: 360 
If vitious Heav'n infeds her tender Veins, 

And inher tainted Blood fome Fever reigns; 
Then your kind Vows; your pious Care beftow, 
The Bleffings you expeé to reap; then fow. 


Think nothing naufeous in her loath’d Difeafe, 365 


But with your ready Hand contrive to pleafe : 
Weep in her Sight, then fonder Kiffes give, 
And let her burning Lips your Tears receive. 


Much 
* 
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Much for her Safety vow, but louder fpeak, 
Let the Nymph hear the lavifh Vows youmake. 370 





As Health returns, fo let your Joys appear, 
Oft {mile with Hope, and oft confefs your Fear. 
This in her Breaft remains, thefe pleafing Charms 
Secure a Paflage to her grateful Arms. 
Reach nothing naufeous to her Tafte or Sight, 375 
- Officious only when you moft delight: | 
Nor bitter Draughts, nor hated Med’cines give, © 
Let her from Rivals what fhe loaths receive. 
from Shore, 
Thofe profp’rous Winds that launch’d our Bark 
“When out at Sea affift its Courfe no more: 380 
Time will your Knowledge ‘in our Art improve, — 
Give Strength and Vigour to your forming Love. — 
The dreadful Bull was but aCalf, when young ; 
The lofty Oak but from an Acorn fprung: 
: K From 
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From narrow Springs the nobleft Currents flow, 385 
But fwell their Floods, and {pread’em asthey go. 

Be converfant with Love, no Touls refufe,- 
_ And conquer all Fatigues with frequent Ufe. 
Still let her hear your Sighs, your Paffion views 
And Night and Day the flying Maid purfue. 390 
Then paufe a while; by fallow Fields we gain; 
A thirfty Soil receives the welcome Rain. 

Phillis was calm while with Demophoon blefs'd, 
His Abfence wounded moft her raging Breaft : 

Thus his chafte Confort for Uly/fes burn’d, 395 
And Laodamia thus her abfent Husband mourn‘d. 
With Speed return, you're ruin’d by Delays, 
Some happy Youth may foon fupply your Place. 
When Sparta’s Prince was from his Hellen gones 
Cou'd Hellen be content to lye alone? | 400 
She in his Bed receiv’d her am’rous Gueft, * 

And nightly clafp’d him to her panting Breaft. — 

| Unthinking 
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Unthinking Cuckold, to a Proverb blind! 

What; truft a Beau and a Fair Wife behind! 

Let furious Hawks thy trembling Turtles keep, 405 
And to the Mountain Wolves commit thy Sheep : 
Hellen is guiltlefs, and her Lover's Crime 

But what your felf would ac another time. 

The Youth was prefling, the dull Husband gone, 
Let ev'ry Woman make the Cafe her own: 410 
Who cou'd a Prince, by Venus fent, refufe ? 

The Cuckold’s Negligence is her Excufe. 


But not the foaming Boar whom Spears furround, 

Revenging on the Dogs his Mortal Wound, 
Nor Lionefs, whofe Young receivesthe Breaft, 4154 
Nor Viper by unwary Footfteps preft; ¢ 
Nor Drunkard by th’ Aonian God poffeft, 
Tranfcend the Woman's Rage, by Fury led, 
To find a Rival in her injur'd Bed. 

Ko With 


30 OVID’ 


With Fire and Sword fhe flies, the frantick Dame 420 
Difdains the Thoughts of ‘Tendernefs or Shame. — 
Her Off-{pring’s Blood inrag’d Medea fpilt, 

A cruel Mother, for the Father’s Guilt. 


And Progne’s unrelenting Fury proves, 





That dire Revenge purfues neglected Loves. 425, 
Where facred Ties of Honour are deftroy’d, 

Such Errors cautious Lovers muft avoid. — 

Think not my Precepts Conftancy enjoin, 

Venus avert! far nobler’s my Defign. 

At large enjoy, conceal your Paffion well, = 430 

Nor ufe the Modifh Vanity to tell: 

Avoid prefenting of fufpected Toys, 

Nor to an Hour confine your vary’d Joys: 

Defert the Shades you did frequent before; 

Nor make them confcious to a new Amour. 435 
The Nymph; when fhe betrays, difdains your Guilt, 

And by fuch Falfhood taught, fhe learnsto Jilt. 
_S oe While 
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- While with a Wife Atrides liv’d content, 


Their Loves were mutual, and fhe innocent : 





But when inflam’d with evry charming Face, 440 | 
Her Lewdnefs ftill maintain’d an equal Pace. 
Chryfes, as Fame had told her, pray’d in vain, 

Nor could by Gifts his Captive Girl obtain: 
Mournful Brife¢s thy Complaints fhe heard, 

And how his Luft the tedious War deferr'd.. 445 
This tamely heard, but with Refentment view’d, 
The Victor by his beauteous Slave fubcu'd: 

With Rage fhe faw her own neglected Charms, — 
And took ¢« Zgé/thus to her injur’d Arms. 

To Luft and Shame; by his'Example led, 450 
Who durft fo openly prophane her Bed, 


What you conceal, her more obferving Eye — . 
Perhaps betrays, with Oaths the Fa& deny, ¢ 
And boldly give her Jealoufie the Lie; 

K 3 | Not 
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Not too fubmiffive feem, nor over kinds 455 





Thefe are the Symptoms of aguilty Mind; 
' But no Careffes, no Indearments fpare, 


Injoyment pacifies the angry Fair. 


There are, that ftrong provoking Potions praife, 
And Nature with pernicious Med’cines raife: 460 
Nor Drugs, nor Herbs will what you fancy prove, 
And I pronounce them pois’nous all in Love, 

Some Pepper bruis'd with Seeds of Nettles join, 
And Clary fteep in Bowls of mellow Wine: 
Venus is moft averfe to fore'd Delights, — 465 
Extorted Flames pollute her genial Rights. 
With Fithes Spawn thy feeble Nerves recruit, 
And with Eringo’s hot Salacious Root: 
The Goddefs worfhip'd by th’ Erician Swains, 
Megara's white Shallot, fo faint, difdains. 470 
| | | New 
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New Eggs they take, and Honey’s liquid Juice, 
And Leaves and Apples of the Pine infufe. 
Prefcribe no morey my Mufe; nor Med'cines gives 


Beauty and Youth need no Provocative. 


You that conceal’d your fecret Crimes before, 475 
Proclaim them now, now publifh each Amour. 
Nor tax me with Inconftancy ; we find 
The driving Bark requires a veering Wind : 
Now Northern Blafts we court, now Southern Gales, 
And ev'ry Point befriends our fhifted Sails. 480 
Thus Chariot-Drivers with a flowing Rein 
Direét their Steeds, then curb them in again. 
Indulgence oft corrupts the faithlefs Dame, 
Secure from Rivals the neglectsyour Flame: 
The Mind without Variety is cloy’d, 485 
And naufeates Pleafures it has long enjoy’d. 

K4 But 
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But as a Fire, whofe wafted Strength declines, 
Converts to Afhes, and but faintly thiness | 
When Sulphur’s brought the fpreading Flames return, 
And glowing Embers with frefhFuryburn: 490 
A Rival thus th’ ungrateful Maid reclaims, 

Revives Defire, and feeds her dying Flames... 

Oft make her jealous, give your Fondnefs o'er, 

And teaze her.often with fome new Amour. 

Happy, thricehappy Youth,with Pleafuresblefts 495 
Too great, too exquifite to be expreft! ¢ 
That view’ft the Anguifh of her jealous Breaft. 
Whene’er thy Guilt the flighted Beauty knows, 

She {woonss; her Voice, and then her Colour goes. 
Oft would my furious Nymph, in burning rage, 500 
Affault my Locks, and with her Nails ingage;. 
Then how fhe’d weep, what piercing Glances caft ! 
' And vow to hate the perjur’d Wretch at laft. 

Let 
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Let not your Miftrefs ‘long your Falfhoodmourny. 
Neglected Fondnefs will to Fury turn. == g05 
But kindly clafp her in your Arms again, 
And on your Breaft her drooping Head fuftain : 
Whilft weeping kifs, amidft her Tearsenjoy, 

_ And with Excefs of Blifs her Rage deftroy. 

Let her a while lament, awhile complain, = 510 
Then die with Pieafure as fhe dy’d with: Pain, 
Enjoyment cures her with its powerful Charms, : 


She'll fign a Pardon in your active Arms. 


Firft Nature lay an undigefted Mafs, | 
Heaven,Earth and Ocean wore onecommon Face: 515 
Then vaultedHea’vn was fram’d, Waves Earth inclos’d, 
And Céaes was in beauteous Forms difpos’d; 

The Beafts inhabit Woods, the Birds the Air, - 
And to their Floods the fcaly Frie repair. 
Mankind alone enjoy’d no certainPlace, © 520 


On Rapine liv’d, a rude unpolifh’d Race: 
| | Caves 
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Caves were their Houfes, Herbs their Food and Beds 
Whilft each a Savage from the other fled. 

Love firft difarm’d the Fiercenefs of their Mind, 
And in one Bed the Men and Women join’d. 25 








The Youth was eagery but unskill’d in Joys 
Nor was the unexperienc’d Virgin coy : 
They knew noCourtthip, no Inftructor found, 
Yetthey enjoy’d, and bleftthe pleafing Wound. 
The Birds with Conforts propagate theirkind, 530 
And fporting Fith their finny Beauties find: 
Tn am’rous Folds the wanton Serpents twine, ; 
And Dogs with their falacious Females join. 
The lufty Bull delights his frisking Dames, 
And more lafcivious Goat her Male inflames. 5 35 
Mares furious grow with Love, their bound'rys force, 
| Plunging thro’ Waves to meet the neighing Horfe. 
Go, on brave Youth, thy gen’rous Vigour try; 
To the refenting Maid this Charm apply: 

‘Love's 
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Love's foft'ning Pleafures ev'ry Grief remove, 540 _ 
There’s nothing that can make your Peace like Love. - 
From Drugs and Philters no Redrefs you'll find, — 
But Nature with your Miftrefs will be kind. 

The Love that’s unconftrain‘d will long enduges - 
Machaen's Art was falfe, but mine isfure. 545 


Whilft thus I fung, inflam'd with nobler Fire, . 
I heard the great Apollo’ s tuneful Lyre: 
His Hand a Branch of fpreading Laurel bore, 
And on his Head a Laurel Wreath he wore; 
Around he caft diffufive Rays of Light, 7 550 
Confeffing all the God to human Sight. 
Thou Mafter of lafcivious Arts, he faid, 
To my frequented Fane thy Pupils lead: | 
And there infcrib’d in Charaéers of Gold, 
This celebrated Sentence you'll behold. 555 


Firft 
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| ‘Firk know your felf; who to himfelf is known, 
Shall love with Condué, and his Wifhes crown. 
Where Nature has a handfome Face beftow’d, 
Or graceful Shape, let both be often fhow’d; 





Let Men of Wit and Humour Silence fhun, 560 
‘The Artift fing, and Soldier blufter on; ©. 

Of long Harangues ye Eloquent take heed, 

Nor thy damn’d Works thou teazing Poet read. 
Thus Phebus fpake: A juft Obedience give, 


And thefe Injunctions from a God regeive. = «4565 


I Myfteries unfold; to my Advice 
Attend, ye vulgar Lovers, and grow wife. 
The thriving Grain in Harveft often fails, 
Oft profp'rous Winds turh adverfe to our Sails: 
Few are the Pleafures, tho’ the Toils are great, 570. 
With Patience muft fubmiffive Lovers wait. 
| What 
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What Hares on Athos, Bees on Hybla feed, 

Or Berries on the circling Ivy breed > 

As Shells on fandy Shores, as Stars above, 

So num’rous are the fure Fatigues of Love.  §75 
The Lady's gone Abroad, you're tolds tho’ feen, 
Diftruft your Eyes, believe her not within. 

Her Lodgings on the promis’d Night are clofe, 
Refent it not, but on the Earth repofe. 

Her Maid will cty with an infulting Tone, $80 
What makes you faunter here? you Sot be gone. 
With moving Words the cruel Nymph intreat, 

And place your Garland on the bolted Gate. 


Why do I light and vulgar Precepts ufe, 
A nobler Subje& now infpires my Mufe: 585 
Approaching Joys I fing, ye Youths draw near, 
Liften ye happy Lovers, and give Ear: 


‘The 
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The Labour's great, and daring is my Song, 





Labours and great Attempts to Love belong. 

As from the facred Oracles of Fove, 590 
Receive thefe grand myfterious Truths in Love. 
Look down when fhe the oagling Spark invites, 
Nor touch the confcious Tablets when fhe writes: 
Appear not jealous, tho’ fhe’s much from home, 595 
Let her at Pleafure go, unqueftion’d come. — 
This crafty Husbands to their Wives permit, 

And learn, when fhe’s ingag’d, to wink at it. 

_Imy own Frailties modeftly confefs ; 

And blufhing, give thofe Precepts I tranferefs. 600 
Shall I, with Patience, the known Signal hear, 
Retire; and leave a happy Rival there ! 

~ What, tamely fuffer the provoking Wrong, 

And be afraid to ufe my Hands or Tongue! 
Corinna’s Husband kifs'd her in my fight; 605 
I beat the fawcy Fool, and feiz'd my Right. 


I, 
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I, like a Fury, for my Nymph ngage, 

And like a Mad-man, when I mifs her, rage. 

My Paffion ftill prevails, convinc’d I yield; 

He.that fubmits to this, is better skill’d. 610 
Expofe not, tho’ you find her guilty Flame, _ 

Left fhe abandons Modefty and Shame: 

Conceal her Faults, no fecret Crimes upbraid ; 

Nothing’s fo fond as a fufpeéted Maid. 

Difcover’d Love increafes with Defpair, 615 

When both alike the Guilt and Scandal fhare : 

All Senfe of Modefty they lofe in times 


Whilft each incourages the other’s Crime. 


In Heav’n this Story’s fam’d above the reft, 
Amongft th’ immortal Drolls, a ftanding Jeft: 620 
How Vulcan two tranfgrefling. Lovers caught; 

And ev’ry God a pleas’d Spectator brought. 
Great 
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Great Mars for Venus felt a guilty Flame, 
Negleded War, and own'd a Lover's Name: 
To his Defires the Queen of Love inclin’d; 





625 


No Nymph in Heav’n’s fo willing, none fo kind. 


Oft the lafcivious Fair, with fcornful Pride, 


Would Vulcan's Foot, and footy Hands deride: 


Yet both with Decency their Paffion bore, 
And modeftly conceal’d the clofe Amour. 
But by the Sun betray’d in their Embrace, 


(For what efcapes the Sun’s obferving Rays?) _ 


He told th’ affronted God of his Difgrace. 
Ah foolifh Sun ! and much unskill’d in Love, 
Thou haft an ill Example fet above / 

Never a fair offending Nymph betray, 

She'll gratefully oblige you ev'ry way: 

The crafty Spoufe around his Bed prepares 
Nets that deceive the Eye, and fecret Snares: 


630 
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A Journey feigns, the,impatient Lovers met, 640 
' And naked were expos'd in Vulcan's Net. 

The Gods deride the Criminals in Chains, 

And fcarce from Tears the Queen of Love refrains: 
Nor could her Hands conceal her guilty Face, 

_ She wants that Cover for :another Place. 7 645 
To furly Mars a gay Spectator faid, | 
Why. fo uneafie in that envy’d Bed? - 

On me transfer your. Chains TU freely’ come : 


; 


For your Releafe, and fuffer in your root. 


At length, kind Neptune, freed by thy Defires;. - 
Mars goes for Creet, to Paphos fie retires, © . 2 
Their Loves augmented with revengeful Fires; a 
Now converfant with Infamy and Shame, __. | 

They fet no Bounds to their licentious Flame.’ . |; 
But honeft Vulcan, what was thy Pretence, . 655 
To a& fo much unlike a God of Senfe>? _ oe 


/ 
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They fin in Poblicks you the Shame repent, 

- Convinc’d that Loves increafe with Punifhment. 
Tho’ in yout Power, a Rival ne'er expofe, | 
Never his intercepted Joys difclofe : 666 
This I.cammand, Weeas commands thefame, | 
Who hates the Snares fhe.once fuftain'd with Shame. 


What impious Weetch will Ceres Rites expofe, es 
Or Fanais folemn My fteries difclofe! 
His witty Torments Tantalus deferves, - 665 
That thicfs ‘in Waves, and viewing — {tarves. 

But Venas wmoft-in Secrecy delightss 7 

‘Away ye Bablese from het filent Rites 
No Pomp‘her Myfteries attend, no Neife, | 
No fouriding Brafs proclaims the latent Joys! 670 


- Nor fhould the fond betraying Tongue confefs 
Thofe Raptures, which no o Language can exprefs. 
| ~ When 


‘With folded Arms.the happy Pair poffefs, * 


: 
| 
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When naked Femas cafts her Robes afide, 
The Papts. obf{cene her Hands extended hide : : 675 


No Girl ox: propagating Beals will gazes 


But hangs her Head, and turns away’ her Face. - 

We darken’d Beds: and Doors for Love provide, — 
What Nature cannot, decent Habits hide: . 

Love Darknefs courts, at moft a glim’ring Light, 680 


To raife our Joys, and ju& oblige the Sight. 


E’er happy Men beneath a Roof wore laid,. 
When Oaks. provided them with Pood: ahd. Shade 5 


‘Some gloomy Cave receiv'’d the wanton Pair, | — 
- For Light toe modeft, and unthaded Air!" 685 


From publick View they decently retird; © 

And fecretl} perform'd what Love iiifpir'd. - 
Now -fearce a modith Fop about the Town, ~ 
But hoafls with whom, ‘how oft, and where twas 
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3 They tafte no Pleafure, relifh no Delight, © 690 





’ Till they recount what pafs’d the happy Night. 
But Men of Honour always thought it bafe, 
To proftitute each kinder Nymph’ s Embrace: 

To blaft her Fame, and vainly hurt his own, — 
And furnith Scandal for a lewd Lampoon. 695 
And here E muft fome guilty Arts accufe, : ie 
And difingenuous Shifts that Lovers ufe, 
To wrong,the Chafte, and Innocent abufe. 


When long repuls’d, they find their Courtfhip vain, 


- Her Charaéter with Infamy they fain: © 7¢0 


| Deny’d her Perfon, they: debauch her F ames. 
And brand her Innocence with publick Shame. | 
_ Go, jealous Fool, the injur’d Beauty guard, | 
"Let ev'ry Door be jock’d, and Window barr’d! 
The fuff'ring | N ymph remains expos'd to Wrong, 705 
Her Name’s a Proftitute to ev "ry Tongue; 


For | 





For Malice will with Joy the Lie receive, 


Report, and what it wifhes true, believe. 


- With Care conceal whate’er Defects you find, . 

To all her F aults feem like a Lover blind. © 710 
Naked Andromeda when Perfeus. view'd, a 

‘He faw her Faults, - but yet pronounc ‘d them. good. . 
Andromache was tall, yet fome report _ 
Her Heéfor was {fo blind he thought _ fhort. 
At firft what’s naufeous, leffens by: degrees, © 715 
Young Loves are nice, and difficult to pleafe. . | 
The Infant Plant that bears a tender Rind, 
Reels to and.fro with ev'ry Breath of Wind: 
But fhooting upward toa Tree at laity | 
It ftems the Storm, and braves the {trongeft Blaft.720 
Time will Defe&s. and Blemithes indear,. 

~ And make them lovely to ha Eyes appear : = 

— oL3 °°... Unuftaal 
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Unufual Scents at firft may give Offence s 





/ 


‘Time reconcile’ them to. the vanquith'd Senfe. 


~ If fhe is fwarthy as the Negro’s Face, | 
Call ita gracefil Brows, and that Complexion praife, > 
The ruddy Lafs nnsft be like Venws fair, ~.- 

| Or like Minerva that has yellow Harr. | 


_ Her Vices foften with fome kinder Phrafe ; 3 72 3 


If pale and meagre, praife her Shape and Youths 730 _ 


Adtive when fmall, whén grofs {he’s plump add &ehooth. 


—-Ev'ry Excefs by foft’ning Terms difpuite, 


And in fome nvighbring Virtue hide each Vice. 


| Nor ask her Agt, confult no « Repiffte, 
Under whofe Reign fhe’s born, or what's the Year! 


if fading Youth cheques: her Hair with white, 736 


Experience makes het per fee i in Delipht b 
In her Embrace fublirser Joys are found, © 
A fraitful Soil, and cultivated Ground! , 
a ge hd nee me 
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The Hours enjoy whilft Youth and Pleafures latts, 740. 

Age hurries on, ant Death patfues too faft. 

Or plough the Seas, or cultivate the Land, | 

Or wiel'd the Sword im thy advent’ rous Hand: 

Of much i in Love thy nervous, Strength employs = 

Embrace the Fairs the grateful Maid enjoy 5 74S 

Pleafure and Wealth reward thy pleafing Pains, 

The Labour's great, but greater far the Gains. 

Add their Experience ih Affairs.of Loves 

For Years and Prattice do alike imptové: 

‘Their Arts repair the Injuries of Tine, .- 740 

And ftill preferve them in their charming Primes | 

Tn vary'd Ways they ad the Pheafure a'ré,.: 

Not pidur d Poftures can inftruct you more. 

- They want no Courthip to provoke Delight, oa 

But mest your Warmth with eager Appetite: 759 

Give me Enjoyment, when the willing Dame 
Glows with Delixet, and burns with a Flame. 

Lao 


150! OV [D’s — 


I Jove to hear the foft tranfporting Joys; 





The frequent Sighs, the tender Murm’ring’ Voice: - 
To fee her Eyes with vary’d Pleafures moves 760° 


And all the Nymph confefs the Pow'r of Love. — 
Nature's not thus indulgent to the Young, | 


® 


 Thefe Joys alone to riper Years belong : 


Who Youth enjoys, drinks crude unready Winey 2 | 


Let Age your Girl and fprightly Juice refine, 765 


Mellow their Sweets, and make the Tafte divine. 5 | 


To Hellen who'd Hermione prefer, — 
Or Gorge think beyond her Mother fair: 


But he that covets the experienc’d Dame, 


Shall crown his Joys, and triumph in his Flame. 770. 


One confcious Bed receives the happy Pair: 
Retire, my Mufe; the Door demands thy Care. 
What charming Words, what tender Thingsare faid, 
What Language flows without thy ufelefs Aid! | 
- | There 
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There fhall the roving Hand Imployment find, 775 
- Infpire new Flames, and make ev'n Virgins kind. 
Thus Hector did Andromache delight, 

Hetior in Love victorious, as in F ight. 
e When weary from the Field Achilles came, | 
Thus with Delays he rais’d Brifess Flame. 780 
Ah, could thofe Arms, thofe fatal Hands delight! 
Infpire kind Thoughts, and raife thy Appetite! 
Coud’ft thou, fond Maid,be charm’d with his Embrace, 
Stain’d-with the Blood of half thy Royal Race > 


Nor yet w ith Speed the fleetin g Pleafures watte 785 
Still moderate your Love’s impetuous Hafte ¢ 
‘The bafhful Virgin, tho’ appearing coy, - 

Detains your Hand, and hugs the proffer’ d Joy. 
Then view her Eyes with humid Luftre brights 
Sparkling w with Rage, and trembling with 1 Delight: 
: Her. 


/ 
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| Her kind Complaints, her melting Accents hear, 79% 





The Eye fhe charms, and wounds the lift‘ning Ear. 


Defert not then the clafping Nymph’s Embrate, - 
But with her Love maintain an equal Pace: | 
Raife to her Heigths the Tranfports of your Soul, 795 
And fly united to the happy Goal. _ 7 
| Obferve thefe Precepts when with Leifure bleft, 

| No threatning Fears your private Hours moleft ; 
When Danger’s near, your active Force‘employ, 
And urge with eager Speed the hafty Joy. - 840 
Then ply your Oars, then pradctife this Advice, 
And ftrain, with Whip and Spur; to gain the Prize. 


The Work’s compleat, triumphant Palms prepare, 


With flew’ry Wreaths adorn my flowing Hair. * 

As to the Greeks was Podalirius Att, - | 805 
To heal with Med’cines the afflicted Part: 

-_ | Neftor’s 





| 
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Neffor's Advice, ‘Achilles Arms in Field, | 

| Automodon fox Chariot-driving, skill’d; 

A Calchas coud explain the Miftick Bird, | 

And Telamon cou’d weild the brandith’d Sword.810 

Such to the Town my fam’d Inftrudions prove, 

So much ani I rehowh'd fot Arts of Love. 

| Me ev'ry Youth fhall praife, extoll my Name, 

Arid o’et the Globe diffufe my lafting Fame. | | 

1 Arths provide againtt the frornful Fair, = 815 

Thus Vulcan arm’d Achilles for the War. 

Whatever Youth fhall with my: Aid oercome, 

And lead his Amazon in Triumph home ; 

Let him that conguers, and en joys the Dame, 

{a Gratitude for his anftrucded F lame, a neg 

Infcribe the Spoil with my aufpicious Name. 
The sled Girls my Precepts next demand, 


Them I commit to a more skilful Hand. 


The End of the Second Book. 
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" On the Second BOOK ot 


OVID’s Art of LOVE. 


ND none the fofe eae Bird molefts. Sia 
colat turres Chaonis ales habet. The Chaonian Bird — 
is the Dove. Ovid makes wfe of the Particular for 

the General. Chaonia ss part of Epirus, fo call'd from the Fate 
of Chaon a Trojan, as Virgil [ays in his 3d FEneid: 


Qi Chaonios cognomine Campos 
el omnem, Trojano a Chaone dixit. 








| There was a Temple of Dodonian Jupiter, swhere Doves dif- 
pens'd the facred Oracles with human Voices. Propertius pest 
of thefé Doves in the 9th Elegy of his firft Book: 


Non me Chaoniz vincant in amore columbe. 


In the Foreft of Dodona is Epirus, sot far from the Tem- 
ple, there were Doves that prophecy’d. From whence, {ays Ser- 
vius,. comes the Fable; that Peliades, in the Theflalian Tongue, 
Signifies Prophet and Dove 3 which he Srosnds on this Varfe of 

she 9th Eclognt of Virgil : 


-Chaonias dicunt Aquila veniente Colimbas- 
And thence certainly the fame Virgil fays ewes, 


A:q; habite Gralis oracula quercus. 
: Paufanias, 


= wea “= 
: e 
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Paufanias, i# his’ Achaicks, reports, That thefe. Doves gave 


_Anfivers from the Dodonian Oaks. But Herodotus, in bis 


Euterpe, writes, That thefe Doves were prophecying Women : 
Upors which Beroaldus objerves abundance of Things too long to 


| be inferted here. . | 


He needs not, that prefents, my ufelefs Art: That is, Riches 
‘will do all things, and Intereft eafly gains a Woman's Heart, 
becaufe the Sex is generally covetous. . - | | 


~ And Lions, ge. Jn fome Editions, tis Tumidofq; Leones; 


in fome, Numidafq; Leones; rhe former does as well as the 
latter. For "tis certain, no Creature is fo fiately and fierce as 
a Lion; who, when he’s hunted by Dogs and Hunt{men in the 
open Field, feems to defpife his Purfuers, and flues flowly from 
thems; but when he's in the Woods, and thinks his Shame may 
be fau'd by Flight, he runs with great Speed to avoid them. The 
firft that ever tam’d a Lion, was a Noble Carthaginian, whofe 


_ Name was Hahno; and he was condemn d for that very Rea- 


fon: The Carthaginians not thinking their Liberty cond be fe~ 
cure, while a Perfor liv'd who was able to tame fo fierce an 


| Animal, a ; 


Fiercely Atlanta o’er the ForeR rov’d. The Poet makes 
ule of the Example of Atlanta, to fbew there's nothing fo wild, 
but may be made geitle. He fpeaks of her in the 34 Book: 


Milanion humeris Atalantz crura ferebat. 
And in the xd Elegy of the 3d Book.of his Amorum: -' | 


Talia Milanion Atalantz crura fugacis 
Optavit manibus fuftinuiffe fuis. — 


And Propertius fays the fame thing in other Words in his firft 
Elegy : | jase 
| _ Milanion nullos fugiendo, Tulle labores, 

Szvitiam dure contudit Jafidos, 


And 
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And what follows relates antirely to the fame shing. ‘The 
Antients wrere Melanion, and nos Milanion: ted by Jaltdes 
is meant Atalanta, Dasghter of Jafus; as Apollodorus weises 
én bis 34 Book, Fhere wore twa Atalanta's: She whe is /Po- 
ken of bere, whom the Poet calls Nonacrina, - that is, of Aare 
. €adia; and another who. was fo famous at she Races. Rarthe- 
nopeus was the Son of the Arcadian Atalanta, sso younge/? and 
handfomeft of the feven Captains whe were in the War of Fhebes, 
| See what Statius writes upon shis Swbjest, in feveral places of 
his Thebaides. Hyleus esd Melanion-were in Love with this 
Aralanta; but Melanjon onty onjey'd her, as Propertius obforwes 
tx the bsfare-cited Kerfes. ° 7 a 

When fhe’s.at Cards, o# ratling Rice the throws, . Sen 
luder, numerofg; manu jactabie eburnos. Mertila axphains shefe 
numeros eburnos shes: Tefferas que alionomine quadsaatalia, 
grace vero cubos appellamus; which, properly (peaking, ane 
Dice, or things made like Dice, of cubical Figures, with diffe- 
rent Numbers maxk'd upon each Cube. We next ownhowvever, 
that shere’s nothing more difficult, shan to explain the: ansion 
Gaming, efpecially to make it any way agree with the Modern 
There was a fort of Dice among the Romans which they call’'d 
Talus; ged Ovid mares mention of shen in this. place. i 


Sew jacies Talos, yidam ne popna fequaturs . _ 
Damnoft facito ftent tibi fepe Canes. 


Pliny defcrives the Talus thes: Redtus eft in Articula pe- 
dis Ventre eminens in Vertebra Jigatus. Jhe Greeks call'd 
st Aftragal; and Pliny gives thofe that play'd with st, the 
Name of Aftragalizontes. Plato, in bis Pinedo, writes, That 
Theuth, who was an old Perfian God, inverted its 4s well as 
computing by Numbers, Geometry and Aftronomy. Op abe 
contrary Herodotus affirms, rhe Lydians were the firft Inven- 
tors of this, and feveral o:her forts of Gaming, ax Dice and 
Billiards, &c. By Ovid's Damnoff Eanes, Dangerous Dogs, 
we muft .underftand a Dice that had the Figure of a Dog on 

: one 
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one of its Cubes, and it forw'd infledd of an Ace with Sz 
On she otber Cubes were reprefented Vultures, and ous had the 
Figure of Venus upon it, and was as geod as7. Tawa ethers 
sere call’d Chius 8 Senio; this went for faur, and the otber 
for three: But the Play is quite ont of #fe. The Dag always — 
loft, and therefore °tis call'd Damnofus : But the Senio 26a 
lncky; as Uidorus obferwes on the Word Teflerz. ind Per 
fius én dis 3d Satyr writes thus: 2 & 

—— Quid dextro fenio ferret, | | 

‘Scire erat in voto ; damnofa Canicula quantum 

-Raderet ; anguftz collo non fallier orcz. 


Martial, és the 1 Epigram of his 13th Book, tonches on 
the fame thing: | | | 
Senio nec noftrum cum cave quaffatebur, 


And Propertius in his oth Elegy, Book the 4th: = 


Er mihi per Talas Venerem querente fecundos 
—Damnofi femper fubfiluere Canes. 


Ovid in the t 1th Book of bis Triftibus: 


Quid valeant Tali; quo poffis plurima jacta 
Figere, damnofos effugiafq; Canes. | 


To this Purpofe writes Delrio, ix his Comment on the mad 
Hercules of Seneca, pe 243. Junius é# the 4th Chapter of 
bis 112b Book. Swinebius in the 27th Book, Caufaubon #p- 
on Suetonius, p. 152. 8. 24. Raderus spon the 11th and . 
12th Epigram of the 4th Book of Martial. | _ 
Ovid focaks of ‘another Play in nfo among she Romane. 


oe Sive Latracinii fub imagine Calculus ibit, 
The Latrocinii Celculus has beex tranflated Chels. The 


Calculus of the Ansients is cortavely the fame thing; which 
: oe a ) , they 
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shey call alfo Latrones Pelces, to play with like-oxr Men. They 
had a diminutive for them. Latruncul, and the vulgar, call’d 
this Play Scacchus, er Schaccis Che/s. Polydorus, ix bis 
Book of the Inventors of Thinis, Chapter the 13th, treats of 
this Matter, And that admirable Poet, Jerome Vida, calls 
this Play Scacchis. We find in Cicero, Quintilian, and the 
‘two Plinies, That the Ladies and Perfons of Ouality usd this 
Game very much: And the great Pliny even reports, There 
were Monk:ys that play'd at Chefs, The Aten were made of 
Glafs, preciows Stones, or other Materials of different Colours, 
that they might not be confounded one with another. Upon 
which our Poet writes, — | 


| Fac pereat vitreo miles ab hofte tuus. 
And Martial, in the 20th Epigram of his 14th Books — 


I.fidioforum fi Ludis bella Latronum 
Gemmeus ifte tibi Miles & Hoftis erit. 


That is, one on one fide, and rother on the other; but never- 
thele/s of different Colours, as I have binted, Lucan fays the 
_ fame thing in his Poem to Pifo; Vitreo pugnanctur milite bel- 
la: nd again, . : 
‘Callidiore modo tabula variatur aperta 

Calculus & vitreo peraguntur milite bella. 


Petronius /ays, 


| Calculus in tabula nobile dacit opus. 
And that they were made of Silver and Gold. Profper, sx bis 
| Treatife of the Glory of the Saints, writes, There were fome — 

white and fome red. Candidos & purpureos, alluding, with- 
ont doubt, to playing. at Chefs. Martial, in the 18th Epigram 

. Of his 12th Book, paints this Master very lively. 
_ Hac mihi biffeno numeratur teffera pun@o, 

Calcu'us hic gemino difcolor holte perit. 
: _ | And 
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dAnd in the 34th Epigram of the 12th Book : oe 


Et fi calculus omnis huc & ‘illue. 

Diverfus -bicolorque digeratur 

Vincet candida turba nigriorem. 
And in the ath Book of the old Epizrams cited by Savatom 
hius. : | 

Difcolor ancipiti fub jaGtu calculus adftat 
| - Decertantque fimul candidus atq; proveus. 

Sidonius Apolinaris, in the 12th Epiftle of his 8th Book to Tri~ 
gotius, (peaks of it very diftintily, writing thus to his Friends 
hic te zdificatus culcitis thorus, hic tabula Caleulis {trata 
bicoloribus, hicteffera frequens eboratis refultatura Pyrgorum 
gradibus exfeCat. Several have obferv'd that this Play was 
a Reprefentation of War, and that Pyrrhus King of Epirus 
learn’d the Military Art by playing at Chefs. For many learned 
Men have made no difficulty to fuppofe that the Game of Chefs, 
which Jerome Vida, whom I have mention'd, wrote an ex- 
cellent Poem upon, was the fame the Ancients call’'d Latrun- 
cula’s, if Z may be allow'd to #s'd that Word which Calcagninus — 
has learnedly made ont in the Book, he wrote de ludo talorum, 
tefferarum, & Ca'culorum. We muff not forget what Martial 
{ays to Paulus én” the 71? Epigram of the 7th Book: 


Sic vincas Noviumque Publiumque | 
‘ Mandris, & vitreo latrone Claufos : 
_ Sic Palmam tibi de trigone nudo | 
. Unde det favor arbiter Corone. : : 


_ Which alfe is a good Image of aGame at Chefs. By thefe Pieces 
of Glafs {poken of here, as well asin Ovid, fome think the Co- 
lour of tue Men are only meant, being blucifh or rather of a 
Sea-green Colour, as Bullinger remarks in bis Treatife of the 
Cirque, Chapter 48. . The foregoing Obfervations on Chefi, and 
other Roman Plays, are taken almoff entirely from the French, 
and the Author has explain’a the Original swith equal Learning — 
and Clearnefi, | : | 
M: In 
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In heat, with an Umbrella ready ftand. Ovid /ays, ipfe 
tene diftin@ta tuis umbracula Virgis; and exr Word Um- 
brella comes near the Latin Umbriis; the French has no rela- 
tion to it, Rarafol being not at all to be made out.of Umbracu- 
la, from Umbra, Shade; but the French comes from a Spanith 
Word, fignifying to defend one from the Sun. This is noted to 
foew that in fome things we take our Words direttly from 
the Latin, before they have paft thro’ the hands of the French, 
which however is very rare. Upon the fame Occafion Martial 
‘writes in the 28th Epigram of his w4th Book: : 

Accipe que nimios vincant umbracula foles, 
Si licet & ventus, te tua vela tegent. 


They were commonly in ufe at the Theatres or inWalks, to keep 
off the heat of the Sun, the Rain and the Wind. Sometimes they 
were made of Feathers; for, according to moft Commenta- 
tors, by Virgis here we muft underftand Feathers, fow'd or 
otherwife faften’d together. Ovid advifes the Lover not anly 
to hold an Umbrella over his Miftrefs, but to defcend to mea- — 
ner Offices, to pull off or put on her Shoes or Slippers. 

Et tenero foleam deme, vel adde pedi. 

The Word Solea. implies here any thing that is worn on the 

Leg and Foot, tho in particular it means only a Pair of Slip- 

pers. | : 

And grafp the Diftaff with obedient Hands: Speaking of 
Hercules, who for the Love of Omphale #s'd the Diftaff and 
Basket, according to the Fafbion of the lonian Damfels: Up- 
on which Terence, iz his Eunuch, -Aét the 5th, Scene 7. makes 
Thrafo fay, minus, quam Hercules fervit Omphale ? to fbew 
there's no Valour fo great, but may be conquer'd by the Delights 
of Love. , “4 

And well deferv’d that Heav’n whofe weight he bore; 

Spearing fill of Hercules: Who having learn'd Aftrolegy of 
Atlas King of Mauritania, as Diodorus fays, the Poets feign d 
he hely’d the fame Atlas to bear up the Sky. - 

\ 
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If the’s at Law. _Juffus adeffe foro. The Forumwas the 
Place where the Fudges fate to hear Canfes; and anfwers to 
oar Weltminfter-Hiall, ec. a ; 
_ Fame fays that Phoebus kept Admetus Herd. That was, 
after he was degraded of his Divinity, for the Death of the 
Cyclops: Upon which he fled to Theflaly, and {ibmitted 
zo keep Admetus the King’s Sheep. ' Macrobius interprets this - 
' Fable by the Sun’s pregnating all the Produttions of the Earth, 
While Apollo was a Shepherd, he fell in Love with Ifis, a 
Daxghter ef Macareus and the Nymph Oecnone; others write he 
was enamonr'd of Alcelte, Danghter of Pelias and Wefe to 
Admetus. | | oo 
‘Thus thro’ the boift’rous Seas Leander mov’d. The Fa- 
ble of Hero and Leander is as well known as any in Ovid, 
he treats of it-in his Epiftles; we find it alfo in Mufeus’s Poem, 
and in Martial’s Epigrams. | oe a 
When Servants merry make, gc. This has Allufion to a 
Feftival celebrated at Rome by the Servants, in remembrance - 
of a great peice of Service their Predeceffors bad done the Ro- 
mans, foon after the Invajfion of the Gauls; the time of cele 
brating it wasin July. Twas done in Honour of Juno Ca- 
protina, according to Macrobius in his Saturnalia, Book 1. 
Chap. 11. The Free Maidens and Servants, fays the. fame 
Author, facrific'd on that Day to Juno, under awild Fig- 
tree, call’d in Latin Caprificus, i Adfemory of that com-— 
plaifant Virtue which infpir’d the Servant Maids to expafé 
themfelves to the Luft and Revenge of the Enemy, for the 
Prefervation of the Publick, Honour.:: For after the Gauls 
bad taken the City, and were driven out again, when things 
_avere reftor'd to their formerOrder, the neighbouring Nations, 
believing the Romans were very much weaken'd by the late 
Invafion, Siege, and Sack, took, hold of that Opportunity ro 
invade them, chujing Pofthumius Tivyius of Fidenes for their 
Chief, and demanded of the Senate, That if they wonld pre- ~ 
Serve their Gty and Authority, they fhould fend them their sla? 
| M 2 an 
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‘and Dieghters. The Senators taking the Matter into Confidera- 
tion, could not te: what -Anfwer to return. They knew 
their own Weaknef3, and the Strength of their Enenstes 5 and 
in this uncertainty a Servant Maid call’d Tutela or Philotis, 
éffer’d to go-with fome other Maids of the fame Condition to 
the Enemy. This Propofal was generally likd, and accor ding= 
ly the Maids were drefs'd like the Wives of Senators, and the 
Daughters of Free Citizens, and went weeping to put themfelves 
into the Hands of the Invaders. Livius order’d them ta be 
difper[s'd into feveral Quarters 5 and as they had agreed a- 
mong themfelves, they tempted their new Husbands. to drink» 
pretending that Day ought to be celebrated as a Feftival; and 
svben they were almoft dead drunk, they gave the Romans 4 
Signal from the Top of a Fig-tree to- fall on. The latter were 


encampd not far off; and at this Signal they affaulted and cafim — 


yy mafter’d the Enemy's Camp, putting moft of thems to the 
Sword. The Senate, to reward this important Service, order'd 


shat the Servants fbould be made Free, that they fbould have 


Portions paid them ont of the Publick Treafury, and allow’d 


them to wear the Ornaments they had taken. The Day ow 


‘oybich thes happy Expedition was executed, was call’d the Ca- 
protine Noxes, from the wild Fig-tree Caprificus, from whence 
the Signal was given to the-Romans to fally out and. gain fo 
glorious 4 Vitlory; in remembrance of which Altion the Ser- 
“yants facrificed every Year under-this or fome other Fig-tree. 
Plutarch relates the fame Story in the Life of Camullus. 

Tho’ ftale, and in the Suburb Market bought. This gives 
us abetter Idea of Ovid's Thought than a litteral Tranflation 
vould have done. He fpeaks of the Fruits fold in the Holy- 
ftrect, or ViaSacra, as Varro, writes in his Treatife of Country 


Affairs, and Propertius in the 24th Elegy of the 1 1th Book: 


Quaq; nitent ficra vilia dona via. 


And Ovid bimfelf, in the 8th Elegy of his t/t Book AMorum, 


Lass | | 


~Munera 


a 
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Munera preterea videat, que miferit alter - 
| Si tibi nil dedertt facra roganda via eft. 
And we find the fame in an Epigram upon the Priapus’s: 
Hec quecunq; tibi pofui vernacula pama 
De facra nulli dixeris effe via. | 
This Street was call’d Holy. becanfe ’tawas the Place where 
Romulus and Tatius enter’d into an Alliance. . 
With Chefinuts, Melons, gc. Ja Ovid ’tis, with Cheff- 
nuts which Amaryllis lowes, Macrobius sx the 18th Chapter 
of his 8th Book calls them Heracleotiques, according te Oppius, 
whom he honours with the Title of Learned, and whe {peaks of . 
them in the Book he fays he wrote of wild Trees. Virgil men- 
tions thefe Chef[nuts in his firft Eclogue. - 
| Caitaneafque nuces mea quas Amaryllis amabat. _ 
“And when Ovid wrote thefe Verfes, : 


Afferat aut Uvas,. aut quas Amaryllis amat at : 
At nunc Caftaneas,. nunc amat illa Nuces. 


Tt feems very probable he had feen that Eclogue, and remem- 
ber’d Amaryllis’s Cheffnurs. He fpeaks of other Nuts alfo, of 
which Macrobius in rhe abovemention’d Place names feveral 
forts, and the Paffage is very curious. : 3 
Some larger Fifh.or-choicer Fowl prefent. Ovid names 
the Bird. Turdoquelicet miffaque corona. The Turds were 
our Thrufbes, and Martial thought them one of the fineft Difhes 
that could come to a Table. : | | 

| Inter aves, turdus, f1 quis me judice certet. \ 
They were fent in Bunches made up in the Shape of aCrown; - 
and to fhew how much this fame Pogt valu’d them, I will re- 
peat this little Epigram. an? ae | : 
-Texta rofis fortaffe tibi, vel divite nardo; 

_ Atmihi de turdis faé&ta Corona placer. : 

*"T'js with this Art the Childlefs Mifer’s caught;. Thus 
future Legacies are bafely bought. The Tranflation very 
| a M3 aell 
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well expreffes the Adeaning of the Original, and Juvenal has 
faid enqsgh on this Subjett in his Satyr, when he falls upon 
fach as flatter the Rich, in hopes of being put in their Wills for 
good Legacies. = 

But who, alas! of late are mov’d by Verfe. Lx the Ori- 
ginal the Expreffion is a little more fignificant. Indeed what 
Ovid complains of in his time, may with much more. Reafon 
be exclaim'd againft now; for the Mufes are not only neglett- 
ed but defpisd : However,the Poets are revenged of thofe that 
defpife them, by believing there are more who do tt out of Ig- 
norance and Envy, than ont of real Contempt; for fuch a one 


muft be a Monfter, infenfible of Harmony and Wit, Reafon and 
Eloguence. ‘But ‘tis too true that Learning of all forts 


ts not in that Efteem which it wasin Auguftus’s Days; and 
if there are afew Aten who write good Books, there are fewer 
fill who read them, Nor are we fingular in our Fortune in 
England, fixce the French Asthor makes the fame Complaint, 
and we doubt nor ’tis generally all over the World; for if Ovid 
had Reafon to fay this in the politeft Court and Age that ever 
was known, °tis no wonder the Ages in their Depravity fhould 
give much more occafion for [uch a Scandal. What the Poet 
writes of the little Efteem Verfe was in is very agreeable, and 
one may fee he [peaks from the Abundance of his Heart. Who 
2 there who cannot as heartily join with him? - 
Purplecommend. °Zis Tyrian Purple in the Original, that 


being the fineft Dye, Iet.took its Name from an Ifland called. 
Tyr, which afterwards by the Magnificence of Alexander the’ 


Great was join’d to the Continent, for ‘twas very near it 
before. Ovid mentions a particular Robe which the Lover 
was to praiféy Gaufapa fi fumpfit, gaufapa f{umpta proba. The 
French Author tranflates Gaufapa a Cymar; “twas 4 Winter 
Gown and furr'd, of which Martial fays, 


~ Is mihi candor ineft villorum gratia tanta eft, 
Ut me vel media fumere meffe velis, 
ot * as ; - 


Or 
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Or when fhe combs, or when fhe curls her Hair. He 
meay perceive that either the Ladies were not fo nice in managing 
their Hair before their Lovers, in Ovid's Times or, that the 
Ladies he [peaks of, were not the niceft. They curl’d their Hair 
with 4 Bodkin, and fometimes with a hot Iron, as ig our 
Days; but they fhew'd more of it, than ’tis the Fafbion with 
the Modern Ladies. — 7 

The next Care Ovid recommends to the Lover, is the Com- 
plaifance he isto obferve towards his Miftre{s when fhe is fick; 
and the Poet here facrifices his Delicacy .to his Tenderne/s. 

Think nothing naufeous in her loath’d Difeafe, 
But with your ready hand contrive to pleafe. | 
Weep in her Sight, then fonder Kiffes give, 

And let her burning Lips your Tears receive. 

Et ficco Lacrymas combibat ore tuas. But there is one 
Paffage which could not fo elegantly be expreft in Enghith, Lu- 
ftret anus lectumq; locumaq; alluding to a (Ceremony pra- 
Elis’d by the Romans of purifying the Bed; an Office which be- 


/ 


\ 


long’d to the Nurfe. And this was done with Sulphur and — 


Eggs; a fort of Religions Wor hip, when Vows were made for 
the Health and Reft of the Patient. Apuleus, ix the firft 
Book of his Golden Afs, makes mention of alike Purification ; 
fo'does Juvenal : | z 
—— Metuiq; jubet Septembris & auftris. 
Adventum, nifi fe centum luftraverit ovis. 
And Propertius, Elegy 9. Booka: | 
__- Terg; meum tetigit fulfuris igne caput. 
For the Number of Three WAS always Myfterious ; and as to 
the Sulphur of which he fpeaks here, as well as Ovid, it 
was thenght to have great Virtue in Purifications. Upon 
which fee the 15th Chapter of the 35th Beok.of Pliny. . Ovid, 


in the 4th Book de Fattis, Tibullus, Elegy 5. Book 1. And 


Servius spon this Verfe in the 6th AEneid; _ 


‘ . Alig panduntuy Inanes, &c. , 


7 


+ the Frontiers of Tice —er Lesbos, 


= 
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The Dreadful Bull. This and the following ‘Sastiee are 


taken from Country Affairs, which have ax acrecable Affect on 


this Occafion, when the Poet [pears a ad Tendency of galt 
living thing to Love. 


When Sparta’s Prince. Menelaus was then abjent i in Crete, : 


whither he and his Brother Agamemnon went te divide the 
Eftate lefe them by their Fatber Atrevs. 
Nor Drunkard by.th’_Ashkian God poffeft. Aonia és ' ta- 


hen bere for Beeotia, of which Thebes was the Capital, where. 


Bacchus was born; and the Fury that tranfports People when 
they are drunk, is very well consp.r'd to that of wild Beafts 
ana Vipers. 

Her Off-fpring’s Blood enrag 'd Avedea pole Medea, po 
be reveng'd of Jalon for bis Laconftancy, murderd her own 
Children after trey hid liv'd tozether 10 Years with Creon, 
King of Corinth: She did tis when Jalon left her to marry 
Creyla; 07, 45 Diodorus xames her, Glauca, the King’s Daugh- 
rer: From thence fhe fied to Thebes; and thence to ALgeus, 
King of Athens, aha banifh'd her. Some Authors write ’ that 
foe tan Jalon aud Creufa, by fetting their Palace on Fire. 
Woat is more certain, is, that Euripides has written @ very 
fine Tragedy on this Subject; and ’tis faid Ovid did the fame. 

Aad Progne’s unrelenting Fury proves. Progne, Wife of 


 Tereus, Kise of Thrace, who kill'd her own Daughters, and 


prefented them to her Husband, becaufe he had ravi ft d her Si- 
fler Philomela. The Fatle is repertes at bags in + the 6th meek 
of the Metamorphofes. 

While with a Wife Atrides liv’d content. heen 


Sen of Atreus, whgfe Wife Ovid thinks would not have been 


fo impudent, if he himfelf had been conftant, and had not ra- 


‘wifh’d Brifcis and Caffandra. See the 1 Book of Homer's 


Iliads, Ovid’s Heroical Epiftles, and Seneca’s Agamemnon. 
Brifcis was the Daughter of the King of Lyrnefi, « oe on 


And 
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And took e£gifthus to her injur'd Arms. /Zgifthus, 
the Son of Thyetles and Pelopeia, his own Daughter, kill’d 


_ _ his Unkle Atreus, and bis Son Agamemnor, whofe Wife Clye 


temneftra he had debauch'd, and was limjeif kill'd by her Son 
Oreftes, to revenge the Death of Agamemnon his Father. 


Some Pepper bruis’d, with Seeds of Nettles four, 

And Clary fteep. This makes the Senfe of the Author 
plain, by the infamous Ufe of {uch Draughts. Ovid calls ig 
‘Saturea, or Savoury. Others give it the Term of Satureia ; 
and Pliny and Columella of Thymbra, becanfe it tafted very 
much of Thyme. Some imagine ‘twas call'd Saturea of Sa- 
tyrs; others derive it from Saturitate. The Quality of this 
Plant is very hot, according to the feveral Obfervations of Di- 
ofcorides, and his Commentator Mathiolus. Martial alfe 
mentions its 


Sed nil erucz faciunt bulbigs falaces 
Improba nec profunt yam faturea tibi. 


As for the Pepper, its Nature is hot and dry, and mix ‘d- 
with Nettle and Linfeedy is good for the Pain in the Side; "tis 
proper to add Ifop alfe, according to Pliny’s Obfervation. 
The Goddefs worfhip’d by the Erician Swains, 
Megara’s white Shallot, fo fam’d, difdains. AZount Eryx 
in Sicily was fo call’d from Eryx, a Son of Venus; whe 
‘having taken a certain King call'd Bula to her’ Arms, had this 
Child by him. He built a Temple here to his Mother, when 
he arriv'd to Man’s Eftate, who from thence had the Name of 
Erycinian, or Erycina: We have made bold to nfe the Word 
Erycian of Eryx for the fake of the Meafure, Venus Ery- 
cina, or Erycinian, is often met with in the Writings oi the 
Ancient Poets; as in the 5th Eneid: | 
_ Tune vicina Aftris Erycino in vertice fedes. | 
We bave tranflated Candidus Alcathoi qui mittitur Urbe 
Pelalge, Mester white Shallot, « as Merula and Mycillus 
daterpres 
¢~ 
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interpret it. Alcathous, Son of Pelops, gave Megara the 
Name of Alcathoe; for he returning from Elis after the 
Death of Nifus, his Father-in-Law, King of Megara, fuc- 
ceeded him, and built a Fort, which he call'd ‘by his own Name> 
as Paufanias in his Atticks witneffes. But bere Ovid certainly 
Speaks of 2 Bulbous Pldnt that grew in the Territory of Me- 
gara, which had a hot Quality, and provok’d te Luft ; as all 
the Naturalifts confefi, and ansong others Columella. 


Spargite queq; viros acuunt armantq; Puellas: 
Jam Megaris veniant genitalia Semina Bulli 
Et que ficca legit Getulis obruta Glebis. 


Which alfo gave occafion to this Epigram of Martial: 
Quum fit anus conjunx, & fint tibi mortua Membra; _- 
Nil aliud, bulbis quam fatur effe potes. i 


New Eggs they take. Ejpecially Hens and Partridges, 
which, as Almanzor teaches, are wonderfully Provocative. Pli- 
ny fays they are very nourifbing, if not eaten to Excefs. Ho- 
race, Satyr 4. Book 1. prefers your longifh Eggs to thofe that 
are round, ee ey 
And Honey’s liquid Juice, The Poet fays, Honey of Hy- 
mella, frema Hillin Attica, where Flowers grew continually,. 


and excellent Honey was made, as Strabo witneffes, as well as — 


Pliny and feveral others. The Honey of Hyblea ix Sicily 
qvas alfo in-greaPEffeem. That of Narbonne ix France, and 
Hamphhire ix England, has as good a Name as the Hymet- 
tan or. Hyblean Honey. The Kernels of the Pine-apple and 
Piftachos are mention’d by the Author, as Prevocatsves ; and 
Pliny obferves, they ftrengthen the Reins. Martial writes of 
the Pine-apples, | ; ; 


Poma fumus Cybeles, procul hinc difcede Viator; 
Ne cadat in miferum noftra ruina caput. 


Birt Nature lay an undigefted Mafs. The following 
Verfes are almoft the fame with the beginning of his Metamor- 
| 3 ~ phofes ; 


en 
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phofes; and the only Fault of this Poet, feems to be bis, ufing 
. the fame Fhought roe frequently, In which he is the more 
fanlty, becaufe we may fee plainly he was of an abounding Geni- 
us. His undigefted Mafs is what we. call Chaos; but not ac- 
cording to the Opinion of fome Perfons, who, as Diodorus re- 
ports, [aid the World was uncreated and uncorruptible, and that 
Mankind had no Origine. Not to enter into that Difpute, it 
appears very probable, that the great and principal Parts of 
which the World is compos'd, let.it be made when it will, are 
As young and Vigorous as ever. The Sun, the Stars, the Earth, — 
the Seas, Fire and Air, are not weary of their Labour, and 
pregnate continually with the Vicifitudeswhich have been in all 
Times obferv'd. : | ow 
Machaon’s Art, Gc. dn admirable Phyfician, of whom 
Homer /peaks in ‘the 2d Iliad. And Diodorus writes, that 
fEfculapius left two Sons, who were beth Phyficians, and as 
famous as himfelf, Machaon and Podalirus, sho accompa- 
— nya Agamemnon to the Siege of Troy, and cur'd Wounds al 
moft to a Miracle. ; 7 
Firft know your felf. This awas a Saying of Chilo the La-_ 
cedemonian, who was one of the fiven wife Men of Greece. 
_ Pliny mentions him ; and this Saying was fo highly efteem'd, 
that twas written in Letters of Gold in the Temple at Delphos, 
nof{cere fe quemque. But, according to Juvenal, it came from _ 
Heaven, aswell as that other Too much of nothing; to which 
he adds, Comitemque zris alieni ac litis effe miferiam. | 
What Hares on Athos, Bees on Hybla feed. Athos isa 
Mountain in Macedonia, or Thrace, according to Stephanus; 
which Xerxes, as Pliny tells 4s, divided, 1500 Paces from the 
Continent; ’tis fo high, that its Top is above the Region of the 
Clouds. WHlerodotus /peaks of it im his 7th Book, and: Statius 
in his Sylve. | ce a 


——Ingenti tellurem proximus umbra 3 
Veltic Athon, nemorumgq; obfcurat imagine pontum. 


' Onur 
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Oxr Poet fays here, this Mountain was fall of Hares of 


fome fort or other; for there are feveral kinds of them. Hy- 

blea or Hybla, ix Sicily, has been /poken of before. Thuci- 

dides informs us, it tuok its Name from a King call’d Hyblus, 

and that ’twas afterward nam'd Megara; there were aban- 

dance of Bees in the Country about it, and thence it became fo 

famous for Honey, as Ovid takes notice more than once. 
What makes you faunter here? gc. There is a very difficule 
Paffage in the Original, omitted therefore in the Tranflation. 
E ffugere hinc non eft quare tibi poflit amica 
_ _Dicere, Non omni tempore fenfus abeft. | 

It fhow d be, fays the French Tranflator, Senfus obeft, and 

not Senfus abeit. Merula reads them thus, 
E ffuge dehinc non eft quare tibi poffit amica 
Dicere, non omni tempore fenfus obeft. - 


Oshers read adelt, and others abeft; °7is obfcure every way, 
and there feems to be an Errer in the Text. The Commen- 


rators generally puzzle the Can(e, when they endeavour to ex- 


plain it; fo'tis left as twas found, without efpoufing one O- 
pinion or ‘another. : s | | 
For what efcapes the Sun’s obferving Rays? The Sus 
fees all things, and nothing can avoid being [een by it, any more 


than it can difpen(e with being warm d by it. Virgil, at the 


end of his Georgicks, Book the 1ft, fays, 
Falfum quis dicere folem audeat? 

_ A Journey feigns. To Lemnos, asthe Poet fays, a4 Ifland 
in the f.gean Sea, over-againft Afount Athos, According to 
Pliny. -Epheftia and Myrine were two Cities in it, in _an= 
cient Times, whither, during the Solftice, the Adountain usd to 
fend itt Shade. ’Twas in this Ifle that Vulcan fell,, when his 
Father Jupiter flang him from Heaven; and he thence be- 
came 4 Cripple, as we find in Valerius Flaccus, Book 11. 


To Paphos fhe retires. Paphos is a City in Cyprus, fome-_ 


times call'd Paphos, fometimes Palepaphos, or ancient Paphos. 
oar : "Twas 


~ ———accecmmemneiiamapumemmesammmns cP ir ee as 2 
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"Twas confecrated to Venus; and fhe was, for that reafon, 
nam’d Paphian and Palepaphian Venus. Ovid gives her al- 
fo the Name of Diona, who was the Daughter of Oceanus 
aud Tethys, and begat Venus by Jupiter, wherefore fhe goes 
by that Nymph her Mother’s Name. | 
Never his inter¢epted Joys difclofe. He means intercept- 
ing a Rival’s Letter, and. difcovering the Contents; To inter- 
cept Letters, and divulge a Secret, was a Crime punifbable by . 
the Laws, by Banifbmest, or Interdittion of Fire and Water, 
by which was underftood Exile. : 
What impious Wretch will Cere’s Rites expofe. This is 
4 Simile, and fhews us, twas not lawfultoreveal the Myfteries 
of Ceres. Macrobius ix the 11h Chapter of his 1ft Book up- 
on Scipio’s Dream, writes, That the Philofopher Numeniuss 
being too curious to know the Secrets of hidden Things, incurr’d 
the Wrath of the Gods, by divulging the Eleufinian A4yferies, 
which were the fame with thofe of Ceres. 2 
Or ‘Funo’s folemn Myfteries, cc. Jn Latin Magnaq; 
Threicia facra reperta Samo? Samos in Thrace, or Samo 
thrace, where the facred Myfteries of Ceres were celebrated, 
as Diodorus writes ix his 6th Book. Samothrace was an 
Ifland, call'd before that Dardania..4 Oxeen of the Amazons, 
whofe Name was Myrrhina, having conqner'd feveral Iflands, 
was in danger of perifling in a Storm; ont of which efcaping, 
fhe vow'd a Sacrifice to the Mother of the Gods, and arriv'd. 
in this Ifland, which was then defart. Here fhe was warn'd, 
is a Dream, to confecrate it to that Goddefs, which fhe did, 
built a Temple, and celebrated Feafts in her Honour, calling 
| the Ifland bythe Name of Samothrate. Some Hiftorians how- 
ever write, that it was at firft call’d Samos by the People of — 
the Country, and afterwards Samothrace by the V hracians, whe 
came to inhabit it. 3 == ew 
His witty Torments Tantalus deferves. He proves by 
the Example of Tantalus, that no Man fhould reveal Secrets. 
_ Tantulus, fo Diodorus reds 4s, was the Son of Jupiter - 
, _ | the 
| 


— 


a 
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the Nymph Plota, equally Rich and Renown'’d. He dwelt in 
Paphlagonia, and was favour'd by the Gods for thé Dignity of 
his Birth; but having been told fome of their Secrets, and di- 


- walging “em to Mortals, he was thrown into Hell for hisCrime, ! . 
where his Punifbment was what Ovid tells us, | > 


Poma pater Pelopis prefentia querit; & idem 
Semper eget liquidis, femper abundat aquis. 
“nd. Tibullus, | | 7 


Tantalus eft illic: & circum Stagna fed acrem 
Jamjam poturi deferit unda fitim. 


‘Tis eafie to fee that by the Fable of Tantalus, the Ancients 
meant Mifers, whofe Defres after Riches are infatiable; and 
tis in this Senfe Horace takes notice of it in his firft Satyr to 
Meceznas. : 

But boafts with whom, Gc. dud who is there fo igno- 
rant as not to Rnow, the Fops of our ze are exattly like thofe 
in Ovid's, _ | | 

Naked Andromeda when Perfeus view'd, | 
| He faw her Faules, gc. That is, fhe was Black, as this 

Poet elfewhere fays, - 
_ Andromedz patriz fufca colore fue. 


~~ S 


1 


— a 


She was Swarthy, 6, ad not a good Skin and Complexion, 
yee Perfeus likid her, « ‘iver’d her from the Sea Monfler, and 
Muarryd her. This Fable every body knows. | 
Andromache was tall. The Poet means fhe was very tall, - 
and fo much that “twas rather a Difadvantage than a Beauty, 
yet Hector thought fhe was of a moderate height. This'Prin- 
cefs was the Daughter of ALtion King of Thebes, and He@or’s 
Wife. Ovid is noe the only Author who takes notice of ber 
Tallnef. Juvenal in his fixth Satyr, wherein he rallies a Lady 
in his time, who drefid her Head very high, fays fhe affetted 
10 have the Air of Andromache. _ : " 
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- Ifthe isSwarthy., Blacker than Illyrian Pitch, -fays Ovid, — 
by which we find Ulyria was famous for it.. The Greeks call'd. 
the People who liv’d abeve Macedonia and Thrace, as far as 
Chaonia and Thefprotus to the Danube, Illyrians, - according 
to Appian; which Name was giv'n them from Illyrius the Son 
ef PolypHemes and Galatea. , —_ 

Not pi@ur’d Poftures, gc. He [peaks of obfcene Pictures 
reprefenting Nudities, and different Poftures, fuch as Carrac- 
c1o’s and Aretin’s in latrer Days. For there were as bad in 
_ old Timses compos'd by Elephantis, from which Tiberius took, 
the Figures that were Painted in his Bed-Chamber and Clofet. 
There is an Ancient Epigram that mentions fome {uch Picture, 
which a certain Lalagus prefented 10 the God of the Hellefpont. 


Obfccenas rigido Deo tabellas 
Ducens ex Elephantidos libellis, — 
Dat donum Lalage, rogatq; tentes 
Si pictas opus edata figuras. 


There are too many of thefe infamous Paintings in our own 
. Time, and *tis pity the ufe of Snuff has giv'n eccafion to intro- 

~ duce them into fome Companies, where {uch things fbould be held 
in Detefation, Enough of this Beaftiality. 

Give me. Enjoyment, gc. From this and the following 
Verfes we may perceive our Poet abhorr’d the Gallantry too 
much prathis'd among the Romans then, and Italians now, as well 
asin the Eaftern Countries. a 

Indeed we find nothing like it in all his Writings, which can 
hardly be faid of any of his Contemporary Poets, or fcarcely in 
one of their Authers at all, before or after him, “till the Ro- 
mans embrac'd Chriftsanity. He fays,’tis true, he w only lefs 
tonch'd with that Beaftly Paffion; but by that i to be under- 
food he was not touth’d at all. . - | 

Retire, my Mufe, gc. Ovid, who was advanc'da little too 
far; checks bis Mdufe, and bids her give back, °Tis certainhe — 

ought to have ftopp’d here; but he could not forbear telling 
es what 


QO 


= 
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what he had in his Head. He, however, Says but a little, dnd | 


"tis not neceffary to explain it: The Subject is too well knowne 
already, If owr Moralizing was convenient at any time, it 
muft be now, for fear our Imagination fhould out-ran the 
Poet's. As Ovid tells his Mufe here, fo every Man fhould tell 
himfelf, ev'n in the moft Excellent Things; when we are arrivad 
at a certain Point we fhpuld abjtain from faying any more, 
we fhow'd enjoy the Charms of Philofophy retir’d, and by our 
Selves; for as the way of the World is now, ’tis f{candalous in 
fome Companies to talk of it, and there are Men ev’'n fo ftnpiads 
as always to turn it into Ridicule. I {ball be glad if my An- 
~ thor’s Arguments have the effett he pretends toon this Occafion, 
As Calchas cou'd explain the Myftick Bird. 4s he con’d 
obferve the Flights of Birds, or the Entrails of Beafs. Cal- 
chas was the Son of Teftor, as Homer writes in his firft Iliad, 
famous for his Skill in the Art of Divination, which he learnt 
of Apollo. He accompanied the Greeks to the Siege of Troy, 
tho’ he was himfelf a Trojan, if we may believe Dictis Cre- 
_ tenfis; byt, fays he, twas by Apollo’s Order. And Servius 
informs us, that finding Mopfus excell’d him in his own Art, 
he dy'd of Grief. Ovid, from this, and feveral other Exam- 
ples, fhews us he was perfectly Mafter of the Art of Love. 


‘And lead his «4mazon in Triumph home. This he {peaks - 


by way of Atetaphor for fome Lady hard to be overcomes asif 
all Lovers were Warriors : From whence he fays a little before 
that Love is a fort of Warfare; and in an Epifile, whieh he 
wrote to Atticus, iz his Books de Ponto, | 


Militat omnis amans, & habet fua caftra Cupido: 
Attice, crcde mihi, militat omnis ‘amans, 


OVID's 
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Art of Love. 
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T HE Men are arm’d, and for the Fight prepare 5 
And now we muft inftrué andarm the Fair. 


Both Sexes, well appointed, take the Field, 

And mighty Love. determine which fhall yield. 
Man were ignoble, when, thus arm’d, to thow . 5 
Unequal Force againft a naked Foe: ; 


7 | N °-. No 
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No Glory from fuch Conqueft can be gain’d, 
And Odds are always by the Brave difdain’d. 





But, fete exclaim, what Frehfie rules‘your Mind> 
Would you encreafe the Craft of Woman-kind! 10 
Teach thefn ew Wiles and’ Arts! As well you may 
Inftru& a Snake to bite, or Wolf to prey. | 
But {ure too hard a Cenfure they purfue, 

Who charge’ én all, the Failitgs of a few. 

- --§Sxamine, firft, impartially each Fair, 15 
Then, bs ‘the ‘herits, or condétm, ‘or {pare. 

If Menelaus, and the King of Men, 

om With Juftice,’ ‘of theit Sifter: Wives: ‘comphiin ; ; 

If falfe Eriphyle forfdok her Faith, | 
And for Reward procur ‘d tier Husband's Deaths 20 
Penelope was 3 Loyal ftill, and Chile, | 

* Tho’ ‘twenty ‘Years: her Lord in ‘Abfetice pals de 


é 
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Refle@ how Laodamia’s Truth wastry'd, 
.Who, tho” in Blogm of. Youth, and Beauty’s rita 
To thare her Husband’s Fate, untimely dy’d. 
Think how A/ceffe’s Piety was.prov’d, 26 
Who loft her Life,to fave the Man the lov’d. 
Receive me, Capaueus, Evadne cry’d; 
Nor Death it felf our Nuptials fhall divide: 
To join thy Afhes, pleasd I fhall. expire. 30 
She faid, and leap’d amidft the Fun’ral Fire. _ 
_ Virtue her felf a Goddefs we confefs, 
Both Female in her Name and in her Drefs;_ - 
No wonder then, ifto her Sex inclind, ; 
She cultivates with Care a FemaleMind. 35 
. But thefe exalted Souls exceed the Reach | 
COF that foft: Art, which I pretend to teach. 
. My tender -Barque xequires.a gentle Gale, 
A little Wiad will filla litle Sail. = 889 


No Of 
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Of fportful Loves I fing, and thew what Ways 
The willing Nymph mutt ufe, her Blifs to raife, 
And how to captivate the Man fhe’d pleafe. 





Woman is foft, and of a tender Heart, 

Apt to receive, and to retain Love's Dart : 

Man has a Breaft robuft, and more fecure, 45 
It wounds him not fo deep, nor hits fo fure. 

Men oft are falfe; and, if you fearch with Care, 

You'll find lefs Fraud imputed to the Fair. 

The faithlefs Fa/on from Medea fled, 

And made Creufa Partner of his Bed. 50 
Bright Ariadne, on an unknown Shore, 

Thy Abfence, perjur'd Thefeus, did deplore. 

If then, the wild Inhabitants of Air. 

Forbore her tender lovely Limbs to tear, ¢ 
It was not owing, Thefeus, to thy Care. 
“Enquire the Caufe, and let Demophoon tell, 56 
| Why Phillis by a Fate untimely fell. 
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'{ Nine times, in vain, upon the promis’d Days 


She fought th’ appointed Shore, and view’d the Sea: 
Her Fall the fading Trees confent to mourn, 60 
And fhed their Leaves round her lamented Urn, . 


The Prince fo far for Piety renown’d, 
To thee, E/iza, was unfaithful found; 
To thee forlorn, and languifhing with Grief, | 
His Sword alone he left, thy laft Relief. - 65 
Ye ruin’d Nymphs, fhall I the Caufe impart 
Of all your Woes? “Twas want of needful Art. .. 
Love, of it felf, too quickly will expire; 
But pow’rful Art perpetuates Defire. a 
Women had yet their Ignorance bewail'd, 70 


Had not this Art by Venus been reveal’d. 


Before my Sight the Cyprian Goddefs fhone, 
And thus the faid,; What have poor Women done? — 


N3 | Why 
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Why is that weak, defencele{s Sex expos'd 
On ev'ry Side, by Men well-arm’d, enclosd? 75 
| Lwice are the Men infirutted by thy Mufe, 
Nor mift foe now to teach the Sex refufe. 
The Bard who injur'd Hellen ix his Song, 
_ Recanted after, and redrefs'd the Wrong. 





And you, if on my Favour you depend, 80 

The Canfe of Women, while you live, defend. 

This faid, a Myrtle Sprig, which Berries bore, 

She gave me (for a Myrtle Wreath fhe wore.) 

The Gift receiv’'d, my Senfe enlighten’d grew, 

And from het Prefence Infpiration drew. 85 

Attend, ye Nymphs, by Wedlock unconfin’d, 

_ And hear mi Precepts, while the prompts my Mind. 

Ev’n now, in Bloom of Youth, and Beauty's Prime, 

Beware of coming Age, nor wafte your Time: | 

Now, while you may, and rip’ning Years invite, 90 

Enjoy the feafonable, fweet Delight : 
: | For 
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For rolling Years like ftealing Waters, glides 
Nor hope.to ftop, their everrebbing Tide = 
Think not, hereafter will the Lofs repay 5 





For ev’ry Morrow will the Tafte decay, 
And lgave lefs Relith than the former Dey. 
I've {een the time, when, on that wither'd Thorn, 97 
The blooming Rofe vy'd with the blufhing Morn. | 
With fragrant Wreaths| thence have deck'd my Head, 
And fee, how leaf-lefs now, and how decay’d! 100 
And you, who now the Love-fick Youth reject - 
Will prove, in Age, what Pains attend Neglea. 
None, then, will prefs upon your Midnight Hours, 
_ Nor wakesto ftyew your Street with Morning Flow'rs. 
Then nightly Knockings at your Doors will ceafe, 195 
Whofe noifelefe Hammer, then, may ruft in Peace. 


Alas, how foqn a clear Complexign fades! 
How {ppn a wrinkl’d Skin plump Feth inyades! 
N 4 And 
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And what avails it, tho’ the Fair one fwears 
She from her Infancy had fome grey Hairs ? 110 
She grows all hoary in a few more Years, 
And then the venerable Truth appears. 
The Snake his Skin, the Deer his Horns may caft, 
Ard both renew their Youth and Vigour pafs'd: 
But no Receipt can Human-kind relieve, 115 
Doom’d to decrepit Age, without Reprieve. 
Then crop the Flow’r which yet invites your Eye, | 
And which, ungather’d, on its Stalk muft die. 
Befides, the tender Sex is form’d to bear, 
And frequent Births, too foon will Youth impair: 
Continual Harveft wears the fruitful Field, 121 
And Earth it felf decays, too often till’d. 
Thou didft not, Cynthia, {corn the Latmian Swain ; 
Nor thou, 4urora, Cephalus difdain ; 
The Paphian Queen, who, for Adonis’ Fate, 125 
So deeply mourn’d, and who laments him yet, 

Has 
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Has not been found inexorable fince;_. 





Witnefs Harmonia, and the Dardan Prince. 
Then take Example, Mortals, from above, 

And like Immortals live, and like’em love. - 130 
Refufe not thofe Delights which Men require, 
Nor let your Lovers languifh with Defire. 

Falfe tho’ they prove, what Lofs can you fuftain? 
Thence let a thoufand take, ‘twill all remain. 

Tho’ conftant Ufe, ev'n Flint and Steel impairs, 135 
What you employ no Diminution fears. | 
Who would, to light a Torch, their Torch deny ? 
Or who can dread drinking an Ocean dry > 

Still Women lofe, you cry, if Men obtain: 

What do they lofe, that’s worthy to retain? 140 
Think not this faid to proftitute the Sex, 


But undeceive whom needlefs Fears perplex. 


Thus 





Thus far a-gentle. Breeze fupplies.our Sail, 

_ Now launch‘d: to Sea, we ask.abrisker Gale, = 144 
And, firft, we treat of Drefs. The well-drefs'd Vine 
Produces plumpeft Grapes, and richeft Wines, _ 


And plenteous Crops of golden Grain, are foynd; 
Alone, to grace well-cultivated Ground. _ 

Beauty’s the Gift of Gods, the Sex’s Pride! 

¥et, to how many, is that Gift deny’d >? 150 
Art helps a Face; a Face, tho! heav'nly fair, 

May quickly fade for want of needful Care. 

In ancient Days, if Women flighted Drefs, 

Then Men were ruder too, and lik’d it lefs. 

Jf Heécfor's Spoufe was clad in ftubborn Stuff, 195 
A Soldier’s Wife became it well enough. 

Ajax, to fhicld his ample Breaft, provides 

Seven lufty Bulls, and tanns their fturdy Hides; 


And 


ww 
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And-might not he,:d-ye think, be.well carefs‘dy. 
And yet his Wife not elegantly: drefs’d? 160: 
With rude Simplicity Rome firfb was built, 





Which now we fee adorn‘d; and: carv'd, and gilt. 
This Capitol with that.of Old: compare; . 
Some other ove you'd think was worlhipp’d there. — 
That. lofty Pile where Senates: dictate Law, 16 
When Tatzus reign'd, was poorly thatch’d-with Straw : 
And where Afol/o’s Fane refulgent ftandsy 
Was heretofore a Track of Pafture-Lands. 
Let ancient Manmers other Men delight; 
But me the Modern pkafe, as more Polite. © 170 
Not, that Matertals now in Gold are wrought, 
And d#tant Shores for Orient Pearls are fought; 
‘Nor for, that Hills extiauft their Marble Veins, 
And Strudares rife whofe Bulk the Sea reftrains: 
But, that the World 1s civiliz'd of late, 173 
And polith’d from the Ruft of former Date. . 

| Let 
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Let not the Nymph with Pendants load her Ear, 


Nor in Embroid’ry, or Brocard, appear; 





Too rich a Drefs may fometimes check Defire, 
And Cleanlinefs more animate Love's Fire. 180 
The Hair difpos’d, may gain or lofe a Grace, ' 
And much become, or mif-become the Face. 
What futes vie Features, of your Glafs enquire, 
For no one Rule is fix’d for Head-Attire. 
A Face too long fhou’d part and flat the Hairy 185 
Left, upward comb’d, the Length too much appear : 
So Lacdamia drefs'd. A Face too round, 
Shou’d fhow the Ears, and with a Tour be crown’d. 
Oneither Shoulder, one, her Locks difplays; 
 Adorn’d like Phebus, when he fings his Lays: 190 
Another, all her Treffes. ties behind; 
So drefs'd, Dsana hunts the fearful Hind. 
Difhevell’d Locks moft graceful are to fomes 5 
Others, the binding Fillets more become: 

| Some 
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Some plat, like {piral Shells, their braded Hair, , 95 - 
Others, the loofe and waving Curl prefer. 

But, to recount the feveral Dreffes worn, 

Which artfully each fev’ral Face adorn, 

Were endlefs, as to tell the Leaves on Trees, 
The Beafts on Alpine Hills, or Hybla’s Bees. 200 
Many there are, who feem to flight all Care, 

And with a pleafing Negligence enfnares; 
Whole Mornings, oft, in fuch a Drefs are —s 
And all is Art, that looks like Accident. 

With fuch Diforder Isle was gracdy 205 
When great Alcides firft the Nymph embrac’d. _ 
So Ariadne came to Bacchus Beds : 
When with the Conquerour from Crete the fied. 


Nature, indulgent to the Sex, repays 


' The Loffes they fuftain, by various ways. 2110 


Men 
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(Men. ill fupply thofe Hairs they. thed in Age, 

Loft, like Autumnal Leaves, when North-windg rage. 
Women, with Juice of Herbs, grey :Locks difguife, 
And Art gives Colour. which. with: Nature vyes ; 


The well-wove'J ours they-wear,their ownarethought, 


“But only are their own, as what they’ve bought. 216 


Nor need they blufh to buy: Heads ready drefs'd, 
_ And chufe, at publick Shops; what futes.’em beft. 


Coftly Apparel let the Fair one ‘fly, 

<Enrich’d with Gold, or with the Zyrzan Dye. 220 
What Folly mmuft in fuch Expence-appear, 

When more becoming Colours are lef dear? 

One, with 4 Dye is ting’d of lovely: Blue, 

Such as, thro’ Air ferene, the Sky we view. 

With yellow Luftre fee another fpread, = 225 
‘VAs if thé Golden Fleece compos'd the Thread. 


\ 


— Some, 
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ia of the’ Sea atl Wave the ( Caft difplay: : 
‘With this, the Nyriptis their’ beatiteous Forms array: 





And fome, the Saffron Hue-will well adorn ; 

Such is the Mantle of the blufhing ‘Morn. —-390 
Of Myrtle-berries, one, the Tindure fhows; 

~ In this, of Amethy'fts,: the Purple ‘glows, 

_ Adld, that, more imitates the paler Rofe. 
Nor'Phypacian Cranes forget; whofe filv’ry Plumes — 
Give Paternss, which employ the'mimick Looms.:205 

Nor Alnorid, nor thé Chefaut Dye'diflaim, 
Not others, “which from Wax derive their Name. 
As Fields you firidy’with varios Flow'rs Serfpread, 
‘When’ Vineyards bud, and Winter's Froft is ‘fied 
So vitious are'the Colours “you: maytry, «240 
Of whith, ‘the thiifty’ Wool! imnBibes the Bye — 
Try evtiy ote, what beft betonies you; wears 
For fio ‘Conpte'xion ‘al? aliketan bear. © > 

t 
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If fair the Skin, black may become it beft, 
In black the lovely fair Brifew drefs’d: 245 
If brown the Nymph, let her be cloath’d in white, 





Andromeda {o charm’d the wond'ring Sight. 


I need not warn you of too pow’rful Smells, 
Which, fometimes Health, or kindly Heat expels. 
N or, from your tender Legs to pluck with Care 
The cafual Growth of all unfeemly Hair. 251 
Tho’ not to Nymphs of Caucafus I Sing, 

Nor fuch who tafte remote the My/fian Spring; 
Yet, let me warn you, that, thro’ no Neglect, 

You let your Teeth difclofe the leaft Defe&. 355 
You know the Ufe of white to make you fair, 

And how, with red, loft Colour to repair; 
Imperfe@ Eye-brows you by Art can mend, 


And Skin, when wanting, Oer a Scar extend. 


Nor 
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Nor need the Fair one be afham’d, who tries, 260 
By Art, to add new Luftre to her Eyes. 


_ A little Book I've made, but with great Care, _ 
How to preferve the Face, and how repair. 
In that, the Nymphs, by Time or Chance annoy’d, 
May fee, what Pains to pleafe °em I've employ’d. 265 
But, ftill beware, that from your Lover's Eye 
You keep conceal’d the Med’cines you apply: 
Tho’ Art affifts, yet muft that Art be hid, 
Left, whom it would invite, it fhould forbid. 
Who would not take Offence, tofeea Face 270 
All dawb’d, and dripping with the melted Greafe? 
And tho’ your Unguents beat th’ Athenian Name, 
_ The Wooll’s unfav’ry Scent is ftill the fame. 
Marrow of Stags, nor your Pomatums try, 


Nor clean your furry Teeth, when Men are by; 275 


O For 
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For many things, when done, afford Delight, 
Which yet, while doing, may offend the Sight. 
Even Myro’s Statues, which for Art furpafs 
All others, once were but a fhapelefs Mafs; 279 
Rude was that Gold which now in Rings is worn, 
As once the Robe you wear was Wooll unfhorn. 
Think, how that Stone rough in the Quarry grew, 
Which, now, a perfe& Venus fhewsto View. 
While we fuppofe you fleep, repair your Face, 
Lock’d from Obfervers, in fome fecret Place. 285 
Add the laft Hand, before your felves you fhow 5 
Your need of Art, why fhould your Loyer know? 
For, many things, when moft conceal'd, are beft ; 
‘And few of ftria@ Enquiry bear the Feft. ” 
Thofe Figures which in Theatres are feen, 290 
Gilded without, are common Wood within. 
But no Spectators are allow’d to pry, 
‘Till alll is finifh'd, which allures the Eye. — 
7 = Yet, 
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Yet, I muft own, it oft affords Delight 
To have the Fair one comb her Hair ‘in fight ; 295 
To view the flowing Honours of her Head _ 
Fall on her Neck, and o’er her Shoulders fpread. 
But let her look, that fhe with Care avoid 
All fretful Humours, while the’s fo employ’d 
Let her not ftill undo, with peevifh Hafte, 300 
All that her Woman does; who does her beft. 
I hate a Vixon, that her Maid affails, . 
And {cratches, with her Bodkin, or her Nailss 
While the poor Girl in Blood and Tears muft mourn, 
And her Heart carfes, wha her Hands adorn. 305 


Let her who has no Hair, or has but fome, 
Plant Centinels before her Drefling-room: 
Or in the Fane of the good Goddefs drefs, 
Where all the Male-kind:are debarr’d Accefs, 
.O3 Tis 
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*Tis faid, that I (but ’tis a Tale devis‘d) 310 
A Lady at her Toilet once furpriz’d; 
Who ftarting, {natch’d in hafte the Tour the wore, 
And in her hurry plac’d the hinder Part before. 

But on our Foes fall ev'ry fuch Difgrace, . 

Or barb’rous Beauties of the Parthian Race. 315 
| Ungraceful ’tis to fee without a Horn 

The lofty Hart, whom Branches beft adorn, 

A Leaf-lefs Tree, or an unverdant Mead; — 


And as ungraceful is a hair-lefs Head. 


But think not, thefe Inftructions are defign’d: 320 
For firft-rate Beauties, of the finifh’d Kind : 
Not to a Semele, or Leda bright, 
Nor an Europa, thefe my Rules.I write ; 
Nor the fair Helen do I teach; whofe Charms 
Stirr'd up Atrides, and all Greeces:to Arms: 325 
ms : Thee 
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Thee to regain, well was that War begun, 
And Paris well defended what he won; 
What Lover, or what Husband, would not fight 


In fuch a Caufe, where both are in the right ? 


The Craud I teach, fome homely, and fome fair ; 
But of thé former Sort the larger Share. 33 I 
The handfome leaft require the Help of Art, 

Rich in themfelves, and pleas’d with Nature’s Part. 
When calm the Sea, at eafe the Pilot lyes, 


But all his Skill exerts when Storms arife, 335 


Faults in your Perfon, or your Face, correct; 
And few are feen that have not fome Defedt. 
The Nymph too fhort, her Seat fhould feldom quit, 
Left, when fhe ftands, fhe may be thought to fit; | 
And when extended on her Couch fhe lyesy 340 
\ Let Length of Petticoats conceal her Size, oe 
: -~ ae ie 
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The Lean, of thick-wrought Stuff her Cloaths fhould 


And fuller made, than what the Plumper ufe. eo 
If Pale, let her the Crimfon Juice apply; 
If Swarthy, to the Pharian Varnith fly. 345 


A Leg too lank, tight Garters ftill muft wear 

Nor fhould an ill-fhap’d Foot be ever bare. 

Round Shoulders, bolfter’d, will appear the leaft ; 

And lacing ftrait, confines too full a Breaft. 

Whofe Fingers are too fat, and Nails too coarfe, 350 

Should always fhun much Gefture in Difcourfe. 

And you, whofe Breath is touch’d, this Caution take, 

Nor fafting, nor too near another {peak. 

Let not the Nymph with Laughter much abound, 

Whofe Teeth are black, uneven, or unfound. 395 

You'd hardly think how much on this depends, 

And how a Laugh; or fpoils a Face, or mends. , 

Gape not’ to wide, left you difclofe your Gums, 

And lofe the Dimple which the Cheek becomes. 
| : | Nor 
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Nor let your Sides too {trong Concuflions fhake, 360 
Left you the Softnefs of the Sex forfake. 

Infome, Diftorticns quite the Face difguife; 
Another laughs, that you would think fhe cries. — 
In one, too hoarfe a Voice we hear betray’d, 


Another's is as harfh as if the bray’d. 365 


What cannot Art attain! Many, with eafe, 
Have learn'd to.weep; both when and how they pleafe. 
Others, thro’ Affectation, lifp ; and find, 

In Imperfection, Cus to catch Mankind. » 
Neglect no Means which may promote your Ends; 370 
Now learn what way of Walking recommends: 
Too Mafculine a Motion flocks the Sight; 

But Female Grace allures with ftrange Delight. 

One hag an attful Swing and Jut behind, 

Which helpshexCoats to catch thef welling Wind; 375 


Os © Swell’d 
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Swell’d with the wanton Wind, they loofely flow, 
And ev’ry Step and graceful Motion fhow. 
Another, like an Umbrian’s fturdy Spoufe, 

Strides all the Space her Petticoat allows. 

Between Extreams, inthis, a Mean adjuft, 380 


Nor fhew too nice a Gate, nor too robuft. 


If {nowy white your Neck, you ftill fhould wear 
That, and the Shoulder of the left Arm, bare. - 
Such Sights ne’er fail to fire my am’rous Fleart, 


And make me pant to kifs the naked Part; ~ 385 


Sirens, tho’ Monfters of the ftormy Main, 
Can Ships, when under Sail, with Songs, detain: 
Scarce could U/y/fes by his Friends be bound, - 
When firft he liften’d to the charming Sound... 
Singing infinuates: Learn, all ye Maids; 390 
Oft, when a Face forbids, a Voice perfuades. 
Whether 


| 
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Whether on Theatres loud Strains we hear, 

Or in Ruelles fome foft Egyptian Air. 

Well fhall the fing, of whom I make my Choice, | 
And with her Lute accompany her Voice. 395 
The Rocks were ftirr’d, the Beafts to liften ftaid, 
When on his Lyre melodious Orpheus play’d; ¢ 
Even Cerberus and Hell that Sound obey’d. 

And Stones officious were, thy Walls to raife, 

O Thebes, attracted by Amphion’s Lays. 4,00 
The Dolphin, dumb it felf, thy Voice admir'd, 
And was, Arion, by thy Songs infpir’d. 


Of {weet Calimachus the Works rehearfe, 
And read Philetas and Anacreon’s Verte. 
Terentian Plays may much the Mind improve; 405 
But fofteft Sapho beft inftrudts to Love. 
Propertius, Gallus, and Tibullus read, 
And let Varronsan Verfe to thefe fucceed. 
| Then 
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Then mighty Maro’s Work with Care perufe; 

Of all the Latian Bards the nobleft Mufe. = 410 
Even I, ‘tis poffible, in After-days, 

May {cape Oblivion, and be nam’d with thefe. 

My labour’d Lines, fome Readers may approve, 
Since I've inftructed either Sex in Love. 

Whatever Book you read of this foft Art, = 415 


Read with a Lover’s Voice, and Lover’s Heart. 


Tender Epiftles too, by me are fram’d, 
A Work before unthought of, and unnam’d. 
Such was your facred Will, O tuneful Nine! 
Such thine, Apollos and Lyeus, thine! 420 


Still unaccomplifh’d may the Maid be thought, 
Who gracefully to Dance was never taught : 
That active Dancing may to Love engage, . 
Witnefs the well-kept Dancers of the Stage. 
Of 
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Of fome odd Trifles I’m afham'd to tell, 425 


| Tho’ it becomes the Sex to trifle well; 


To raffle prettily, or flur a Dyes 
Implys both Cupning and Dexterity. 


Nor is’t amifs at Chefs to be expert, 429 


For Games moft thoughtful, fometimes, moft divert. 
Learn ev’ry Game, you'll find it prove of Ufe; 
Parties begun at Play, may Love produce. 


- But eafier ‘tis to learn how Bets to lay, 


Than how to keep your Temper while you play. 
Unguarded then, each Breaft is open laid, 435 
And while the Head’s intent, the Heart’s betray’d. 
Then bafe Defire of Gain, then Rage appears, 
Quarrele and Brawis arife, and anxious Fears; 
Then Clamours and Revilings reach the Sky, 

While lofing Gamefters all the Gods defies 440 


Then 
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Then horrid Oaths are utter’d ev'ry Caft; 
They grieve, and curfe, and ftorm, nay weep at laft. 





Good ove avert fuch fhameful: Faults as thefe, 





From every Nymph whofe Heart’s inclin’d to pleafe. — | 


Soft Recreations fit the Female-kinds 445 
Nature, for Men, has rougher Sports defign’d: © 

To wield the Sword, and hurl the pointed Spear; 
To ftop, or turn the Steed, in full Career. 


Tho’ Martial Fields ill fute your tender Frames, 
Nor may you fwim in Zéber's rapid Streams; 4.50 
Yet when So/’s burning Wheels from Leo drive, 
And at the glowing Virgin’s Sign arrive, 

Tis both allow’d, and fit, you fhould repair 

To pleafant Walks, and breathe refrefhing Air. 

To Pompey’s Gardens, or the fhady Groves 4.55 
Which Czfar honours, and which Phebus Loves: 


Phebus, 
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Phebus, who funk the proud _-#gyptian Fleet, 


"And made Auguftus’ Victory compleat. 
Or feek thofe Shades, where Monuments of Fame 





.. Are rais'd, to Livéa’s and Odtavia's Name; 460 
Or, where Agrippa firft adorn’d the Ground, — 

When he with Naval Victory was crown’d. 

To Jfs Fane, to Theatres refort ; 

And in the Circus fee the noble Sport. 

Inev’ry publick Place, by turns, befhown;. 465 

Invain you’re Fair, while you remain unknown. 

Should you, in finging, Tbampras tranfcend 5 

Your Voice unheard, who could your Skill commend? 

Had not Apelles drawn the Sea-born Queen, 

Her Beauties, ftill, beneath the Waves had been. 470 


Poets infpir'd, write only for a Name, 


And think their Labours well repay’d with Fame. 


. In 
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In former Days, I own, the Poets were 

Of Gods and Kings the moft peculiar Cares 
Majeftick Awe was in the Name allow’d, 475 
And, they, with rich Poffeflions were endow’d. 
Ennius with Honours was by Scspio grac’d, 

And, next his own, the Poet's Statue plac’d. 

But now their Ivy Crowns bear no Efteem, 

And alltheir Learning’s thought an idle Dream. 480 
Still, there'sa Pleafure, that proceeds from Praife: 
What could the high Renown of Homer raife, 

But that he fung his I/iad’s deathlefs Lays? 


Who cou’d have been of Danae’s Charms affur'd, 
Had fhe grown old, within her Tow’r immur'd ? 
Thisy as a Rule, let ev’ry Nymph purfue, 4.86 
That ’tis her Int’reft oft to come in View. 





—— 
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A hungry Wolf at all the Herd will run, 
In hopes, thro’ many, to make fure of one. 
So, let the Fair the gazing Croud affail, 4.90 
That over one, at leaft, fhe may prevail. 
In ev'ry Place to pleafe, be all her Thought; 
Where, fometimes, leaft we think, the Fith is caught. 
Sometimes, all Day, we hunt the tediousFoil, 
Anon, the Stag himfelf fhall feek the Toil. 495 


How cou'd Andromeda once doubt Relief, 
Whofe Charms were heighten’d and adorn’d by Grief? 
The widow’d Fair, who fees her Lord expire, ' 
While yet fhe weeps, may kindle new Defire, ¢ 
And Hymen's Torch re-light with fun'ral Fire. 


Beware of Men who are too fprucely drefs'ds 501 
And look, you fly with {peed a Fop profefs‘d. 
) ik | Such 
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‘Such Tools, to you, and to a thoufand more, 


Will tell the fame dull Story ‘o’er ‘and o'er. 

This way and that, unfteadily. they rove, $05 
And never fix’d, are Fugitives in Love. | 

Such flutt’ring things all Women fure fhould hate, 
Light, as themfelves, and more Effeminate. © 
Believe me ; all I fay is for your Good; | : 
Had Priam been believ'd, Troy ftill had ftood. 510 |: 


_ Many, with bafe Defigns, will Paflion feign, 
Who know no Love, but fordid Love of Gain. 

But let not powder’d Heads nor effenc’d Hair, 

You well-believing, eafie Hearts enfnare. 

Rich Cloaths are oft by common Sharpers worn, 515 
And Diamond Rings fellonious Hands adorn. 

So, may your Lave: burn with ferce Delve 

Your Jewels to enjoy, and beft Attire. 


Poor | 
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Poor Cle + robb d, runs crying thro’ the Streets ; 5 | 
And as fhe tuns, Givé me my own repeats. 526 
How often, Venus, haft thou heard fuch Cries, 

And laugh’d amidft thy Appian Votaries> 

Some fo notorious are, their very Name 

Muft ev’ry Nymph whom they frequent, defame. 
Be.warn’d by Ifls which others have deftroy’d, $24 
And faithlefs Men with conftant Care avoid: 

Truft not a Thefeus; fair Athenian Maid, 

Who has fo oft th’ attefting Gods betray’d.. |” 
And thou, Demophoon, Heir to Thefeus’ Crimesy 
Haft loft bei Credit to alb future Times. © ~~ 530 


| ‘oak for Promite, ar oy 

But once a Contract mades: keep well your Word. 
For, fhe for any Ast of Helbis fi, 9 = . vf 
And undifmay’d may Sagrilege cominity _~; : 
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With impious Hands cou’d quench the veftal Fire, 
Poifon her Husband, in her Arms, for Hire, 536 
Who, firft, to take a Lover's Gift complies, 


And then defrauds him, and his Claim denies. 


But hold, my Mufe, check thy unruly Horfe, 
And more in fight purfue th’ intended Courfe. 540 


If Love Epiftles, tender Lines impart, 
And Billet-doux are fent, to found your Heart, 
Let all fuch Letters, by a faithful Maid, 

Or Confident, be fecretly convey’d. 


Soon from the Words you'll judge, if read with Care, 


When feign’d a Paffion is, and when fincere. 546 
E’er in return you write, fome time require; 
Delays, if not too long, encreafe Defire: 

Nor let the ptefling Youth with eafe obtain, 
Nor yet refufe him with too rude Difdain. 550 
Now, 
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Now let his Hopes, now let his Fears encreafe, 


- But by degrees, let Fear to Hope give place. 


Befure avoid fet Phrafes, when you write, 


The ufual way of Speech is more polite. 


How have I feen the puzzl’d Lover vexd; 555 


To read a Letter with hard Words perplex’d! - 
A Stile too courfe takes from a handfome Facey 


And makes us wifh an uglier in its place. — 


But fince (tho’ Chaftity be not your Care) 
You from your Husband ftill wou'd hide th’ Affair 


Write to no Stranger ‘till his Truth betry’d,; 561 


Nor in a foolith Meffenger confide. 
What Agonies that Woman undergoes, 
Whofe Hand the Traitor threatens to expofes 
Who rafhly trufting, dreads to be deceiv'd, 565 
And lives for ever to that Dread enflavd! 
P22 | Such 
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Such Treachery can never be furpais'd, ; 
For thofe Difcov’ries, fure as Lightning, blaft. ° 
Might I advife, Fraud fhou’d with Fraud be paid; 

- Let Arms repel all who with Armsinvade. — 576 





But fince your Lettets may be brought to- Light, 
What if in fev’ral Hands you learn’d to write ? 
My Curfe on him who firft the Sex betsay’d, 
And this Advice fo neceflary made, _ 

Nor let your Pocket-Book two Hands contain, §75 

Firft rub your Lover’s out, then’ write again. 

Still one Contrivance more remains behinds 

Which you may ufe ds a convenient Blind; - 

As if to Women writ, your Letters frame, . 579 

And let your Friend; toyoufubfcribe a¥emale Name. 
Now, greater things:to tell, my: Mufe prepare, _ 

And clap on all thé Sail’ the Barque can bear. 
ay i Let 


ft of Lowe. as: 


Let no rude e Paffions i in your Looks find places ~ 
For Fury will deform the fineft Face: | 
It fwells tieiLips, and blackens all the Veins, 533 
While. im the. Kye :a-Gargan Horror reigns; =< 





When onher Flute divine Minerva play'd, 
And in a Foutitain faw the Change it made, 
Swelling her Cheek :. She-flung it quick afide. 

Nor is thy Mufick fo much worth, the ery’d, 590 
Look in your Glafs, when you with Anger glow, — 
And yow'll confefss you fcarce your felves-can know. 
Nor with exceflive Pride infult the Sight, : 

For gentle ILooks alone to Lave invite. 

Believe it as a Truth that’s daily try'd, 9 595 | 
There’s nothing more deteftable than Pride. | 
How have I feen fome Airs Difguit create, ~ 

* Like things which-by Antivathy we bdtel-> 
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Let Looks with Looks, and Smiles with Smiles be 


paid, 
And when your Lover bows,incline your Head. 6co 
So, Love preluding, plays at firft with Hearts, | 
And after wounds with deeper piercing Darts. — 
Nor me a melancholly Miftrefs charms ; 
Let fad Tecmeffa weep in Ajax’ Arms. © 
Let mourning Beauties, fullen Heroes moves 605 
We chearful Men, like Gaiety in Love..." -. 
Let Heéfor in Andromache delight, _. | 
Who, in bewailing Troy, wattes all the Night. 
Had they not both born Children (to be plain) 
I ne’er cou’d think they’d with their Husband’s lain. 
Ino Ideain my Mindcanframe, = 61% 
That either one or t’other doleful Dame, 
Cou'd toy, cou’d fondle, or cou’d call their’ Lords 
My Life, my Soul ; or {peak endearing Words, 


Why 
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Why from Comparifons fhou’dI refraing 615 
Or fear {mall things by greater to explain? 
Obferve what Conduct prudent Gen’rals ufe, 
And how their fev’ral Officers they chufe ; 


To one, a Charge of Infantry commit, 


Another, for the:Horfe, is thought more fit. 620 


So you your fev:ral Lovers fhou'd fele&, 

And, as you find .’em qualify’d, direct. 

The wealthy. Lover -ftore of Gold fhould fend ; 
The Lawyer-fliou'd, in‘Courts, your Caufe defend. 


We, who write .Verfe, with Verfe alone fhou’d bribe 5 
Moft apt to Love is all the tuneful Tribe. 626 — 


By us, your Fame fhall thro’ the World be blaz’d; 
So Nemefis, fo Cynthia's Name was rais’d. 
From Eaft to Weft, Lycoris Praifes ring; 


Nor are Corrinna’s filent, whom we fing. | 6 30 
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No Fraud the Poet’s facred Breaft can bear; 
Mild are his Manners, and his Heart fincere, 








Nor Wealth he feeks, nor feels Ambition’s Fires, 
But fhuns the Bar; arid Bocks and Shades requires. 


Too faithfully, alas! we knowtoLove,, 635 


With eafe we fix, but we with Pain remove; . 
Our fofter Studies with our Souls combine, <. .. . 
And, both, to Tendernefs our Hearts:incling.* 
Be gentle, Virgins, to the Poet’s Pray'r,- =... 


The God that fills him, and the Mufe révere's. :640. 


Something Divine is.in-us, and. from Heav'’n «:.- . 
Th’ infpiring Spirit can alone be giv’n,: ) « : 
:Tis Sin, a Price from Poets to:exatt;.. © »* : 


But ‘tis a Sin no Woman fears to.aQ@ 


Yet hide, howe’er, your Avarice from Sight,,. ..645. 


Left you too foon your new: Admirer fright..: 





} 
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As skilful Riders rein, with diffrent force, «°°. 
A new-back'd Courfer, and a well-train’d Horfes: ‘s 
Do you, .by diffrent Management, engage = 
The Man in Years, and Youth of greener Age. 650 


| This, while the Wiles of Love-are yet unknown, 


Will gladly eae to. you, and you alone: . 
With kind Carefles oft indulge the Boy, 

And-all the Harveft.of his-Heat enjoy. 

Alone, thus blefs’d, of Rivals moft beware, 655 
Nor Loue,. nor Empire, can @ Partner bear. | | 
Men more: difcreetly love, when:more mature, 
And many things, which Youth difdains, endures 
No Windows break, nar Houfes fet on Fire, » 

Nor tear their own, or Miftreffes Attire. 660. 


_ In Youth, the boiling Blood gives Fury vent,. . _ 
‘But Men in Years more calmly. Wrongs refent. 
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ss Wood when green, or as a Torch when wet, 
Shey flowly burn, ‘but long retain their Heat. 664 
Nfore bright is: youthful Flame, but fooner dies; 
Then {wiftly feize the Joy that fwiftly flies. . 


Thus, all betraying to the beauteous Foe, | 
How furely. to enflave our felves, we fhow. 
To truft a Traitor, you'll no Scruple make, 
Who is a Traitor only for your fake. 670 


Wha yields tao foon, will.foon her Lover lofe; 
~ Wou'd you retain him long, then long refufe. . 

Oft .at your Door make him for Entrance wait, 
There let him lye, and threaten and entreat. 
When cloy’d. with Sweets, Bitters the Tafte reftore; 
Ships, by fair Winds, are fometimes run afhore. 676 
Hence fprings the Coldnefs of a marry’d Life, © 
The Husband, when he pleafes, has his Wife. 

| Bar 


oar + 
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Bar but your Gate, and let your Porter cry 

Here's no Admittance, Sirs I-muft denyy 689 
The very Husband, fo repuls‘d, will find 
A growing Inclination to be kind. -.. 





ie 


Thus far with Foils you’ve fought; thofe laid afide, 
I, now, fharp Weapons for the Sex provides -__ 
Nor doubt, againft my felf, to fee‘emtry'd. 


When, firft, a Lover you defign to:charm, 686 
Beware, left Jealoufies his Soul alarm 5. 
Make him believe, with all the Skill you can, - 
That he, and only he’s the happy Man. | | 
Anon, by due degrees, fmall Doubts create, 690 
And let him fear fome Rival’s better Fate. 

Such little Arts. make Love its Vigour hold, © 
Which elfe wou’d languifh, and too foon grow old. 


Then 
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Then ftreins the Courfer to oat sip theWind, © ° - 
When one before him-rhins; and oné-he hears beltind, - 
Love, whenextind; Sufpicins: may revive; © 694 





I own, when mine's fecure, - ‘tis fearce alive. 

Yet; one Precaution to this Rule belongs, 

Let us at moft fufpe, ‘not prove our Wrongs. - 
Sometimes, your. Lover to incite the more, 

Pretend your Husband's Spies befet the Door: - oo 
Tho’ free as Thais, ftill affed a Fright; 

_ For, feeming Dariger heightens the Delight. — - 
Oft let the Youth in thro’ your Window fteal : © 
Tho’ he might enter at the Door as well, - 
And, fometimes, let your Maid Surprize pretend; 705 
And beg you; in fome Ffole to-hide. your Friend | 
Yet, ever and anon, difpeF his-Fear, °- : 
And let him tafte of aes eee 

Left; quite dithearten’d with ¢ too thuct Fatigue; © 

He thou d grow weary of the dull Intrigue. 710 
- But 
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But forget to tell; how you may try 
Both. ta evade the Husband, and the Spy. 


. That Wivesfhou'd of their Husbands ftand in awes 
Agrees with Jufticey Modefty, and Law: 5: - 
But, that a Miftrefs may be lawful Prize; °° « gixy 
None; but: her Keeper, I am fure, denies. 5. 
For fuch fair Nymphs, thefe Precepts are defign’ds 
Which ne’ér can fail, join’d with a willing Mind. 
Tho’ ftuck with Argus’ Eyes your ‘Keeper were, 


Advis'd - me, you fhall elude his Care. 726 


me 8 ‘s | ages 

” When you, to wafh or bathe retire from Sisk’. 
Can he obferve what Letters then you write? 
Or, can Kis‘ Caution againft {uch provide, . | 
Which, in her Breaft, your Confident may bide? 


Can 
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Can he the Note beneath her Garter view, 725. ‘| 





Or that, which, more conceal’d, is in her Shoe? u 
Yet, thefe perceiv'd, you may her Back undrefs, : 
And, writing on her Skin, your Mind exprefs. 

New Milk, or pointed Spires of Flax, when green, | 
Will Ink fupply, and Letters:mark unfeen. 730 
Fair will the Paper fhow, nor can be read, i 
‘Till all the Writing’s with warm Athes {pread. | 


_ Acrifius was, with all his Care, betray’d 5 
And in his Tow’r of Brafs a Grandfire made. " 
Se: , | . ki 
Can Spies avail, when you to Plays refort; 735 
Or.in the Circus view the noble Sport ? 
Or, can. you be to Js Fane purfu’d, : 
Or Cybelie's, whofe Rites all Men exclude ? — i 
Tho watchful Servants to the Bagnio come; tk 
| They're ne’er admitted to the Bathing-room. 740 
‘ — Or, 
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Or, when fome fudden Sicknefs you pretend; i . 
May you not take toyour Sick-bed a Friend? 
Falfe Keys. a private Paflage may procure, 

If not, there are more Ways befides the Door. - 7 Ad 
Sometimes, with Wine, your watchful Follow’r treats. 
When drunk, you may with eafe his Care defeat: 
Or, to prevent too fudden a Surprize, _ 

Prepare’'a fleeping Draught, to feal his Eyes: 

Or let your Maid, {till longer time to gain, 

An Inclination for his Perfon feign ; 750 
- With faint Refiftance let her drill him on, 

And, after competent Delays, be won. 


But, what need all thefe various doubtful Wiles, 
Since Gold the greateft Vigilance beguiles> 
Believe me, Men and Gods with Gifts are pleas’d 5 
Ev'n angry Jove with Off’rings is appeas'd. - 756 


With 
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With Prefents, Fools and Wife alike: are aught, 


Give but enough, the Husband may be bought. . 
But let me-warn you, when you bribe a Spys 





That you for ever his Connivance buy; > 960 
Pay him his Price at once, for with fuch-Men _ 
You'll know no End of giving now and:then. © 


Once,:I remember, I with Caufe complain’d, 
Of Jealoufie occafion’d by a Friend. 
Believe me, Apprehenfions of that kind, 764 
Are not alone to our falfe Sex confin’d. 
Truft not, too-far, your She-companion’s Truth, 
Left fhe fometimes fhou'd intercept the Youth: 
The very Confident that lends the Beds 
May entertain your Lover, in: your ftead. =. «-770 
Nor keep a Servant with too fair a Face, 
For fuch I've known fupply. her Lady’s:Ptace:.. 


But; 


ez: —* 
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But, whither do I run with heedlefs. Rage, 
Teaching the Foe unequal War to wage? | 
Did ever Bird the Fowler's Net prepare? 775 
Was ever. Hound inftruged by the Hare? 

But all Self-ends and Int'reft fet apart, 

_TIl faithfully proceed to teach my Art. 
Defencelefs and ubarm'd ‘expofe my Life, — 

And for the Lemnsan Ladies, whet the Knife. 780 


Perpetual F ondnefs.of your Lover feign, 
Nor will you find it hard, Belief to gain ; 
Full of himfelf, he your Defign will aid: - 
To what we with, ‘tis eafie to perfuade. 
With dying Eyes, his Face and Form ang 785 
Then, figh, and wonder he fo long cou’d ftay: 
Now, drop a. Tear, your Sorrows to aflwage, — 
Anon, reproach him, and pretend to rage. .. | 

| Q- Such 


228 )—Cté‘i«~SOO VID’s 





Such Proofs as thefe, will all Diftruft remove, 


And make him pity your exceflive Love. 790 


Scarce to himfelf will he forbear to cry, 

How can I let this poor fond Creature die? 

But chiefly, one, fuch fond Behaviour fires, 

Who courts his Glafs, and his own Charms admires: 
Proud of the Homage to his Merit done, 795 
"He'll think a Goddefs might with eafe be won. 


Light Wrongs, be fure, you ftill with Mildnefs bear, 
Nor ftrait fly out, when you a Rival fear. - 
Let not your Paflions o’er your Senfe prevail, 


Nor credit lightly ev'ry idle Tale. 800 


Let Procris. Fate, a fad Example be — 
Of what Effects attend Credulity. 


Near, where his purple Head Hymettus thows 
And flow’ring Hills, a facted F ountain ows, 
| 3 With 
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With foft and verdant Turf the Soil is {fpread, 805 © 
And {weetly-{melling Shrubs the Ground o'er-fhade. 





There, Rofemary and Bays, their Odours joins 
And with the fragrant Myrtle’s Scent, combine. 


There, Tamarisks with thick-leav’d Box are found, 


And Cytiffus, and Garden Pines, abound. _—-- 810. | 


While thro’ the Boughs, foft Winds of Zephyr pafs, 
Tremble the Leaves, and tender tops of Grafs. . 


Hither, wou'd Cephalus retreat to refts 


When tir’d with Hunting, or with Heat oppreft: 
And, thus, to 4ir, the panting Youth wou'd pray, 81§ 
Come, gentle Aura, come, this Heat alla... . 


But fome Tale-bearing too officious Friend, 


By chance, o’er-heard him as he thus complain’d; — 


Who, with the News to Procris quick repair'd, 


Repeating Word for Word what fhe had heard. 820 
Soon, as the Name of ura reach'd her Ears, 


With Jealoufie furpriz'd, and fainting Fears, 
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Her rofie Colour fled her lovely Face, 
And Agonies like‘Death;’ fupply’d the place ; 





Pale fhe appear’d as are the falling Leaves, 825) 


When firft the Vine the Winter's blaft receives. 
Of ripend Quinces, fuch the yellow Hue, 
Or, when unripe, we Cornel-berries view. 

Reviving from her Swoon; her Robes fhe tore, 905 
Nor her own faultlefs Face to wound, forbore. 
Now, all difhevell’d, to the Wood the flies, 

With Bacchanalian Fury in her Eyes. 

Thither arriv'd; the leaves, below, her Friends s 

And,.all alone, the fhady Hill afcends. — 

What Folly, Procris, o'er thy Mind prevail’d? 835 

What Rage, thus, fatally, to lye conceal’d? 

Whoe’er this Aura be (fuch was thy Thought) 

She, now fhall in the very Faé be. caught. 

Anon, thy Heart repents its rafh Defigns, 

And now to go, and now to {tay inclines: © 840 
| Thus, 


~~ — ~~ 
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Thus, Love, with Doubts perplexes ftill thy Mind, 
And makes thee feek, what thou muft dread to find. 





But, ftill, thy Rival’s. Name rings in thy Ears, 
And more fufpicious ftill,the Place appears : 
But more than all, exceflive Love deceives, 845 


Which, alj it fears too eafily: believes. - 


And, now, a Chilnefs run thro’ ev’ry Vein, - 
Soon as fhe faw where Cephalus had lain, - 
‘Twas-Noon, when he again retir'd, to fhun |. 
The fcorching Ardour of the Mid-day’s Sun; 850 
With Water, firft; he {prinkled o'er his Face, 
Which glow’d with Heat ; then fought his ufual Place. 
Precris, with anxious but with filent Care, | 
View'd him extended, with his Bofom =" 854 
And heard him, foon, th’accuftam'd Words repeat, 
Come Zephyr, Aura come, allay this Heat: 


»-  Q3 Soon 
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Soon as fhe found her Error, from the Word, - 





Her Colour and her Temper were reftor'd. 


. . WithJoy therofe, to clafp him in her Arms: 
But Cephalus the ruftling Noife alarms; «860 
- Some Beaft, he thinks he in the Bufhes hears, 
And ftrait, his Arrows and his Bow prepares. . 


Hold! hold! unhappy Youth! — I call in vain, 
With thy own Hand thou haft thy Procris flain. 

Me, me, (fhe crys) thou'ft wounded with thy Dart ! | 
But Cephalus was wont to wound this Heart. 866 
Tet, lighter on my Afpes, Earth will lye, 

Since, tho’ untimely, L unrivald die: 

Come, clofe with sh dear Hand my Eyes in » Death, 
Jealous of Air, to Air I yield my Breath, 870 


Clofe to his heavy Heart, her Cheek he laid, 
made; 


And wath d, with ftreaming Tearss the Wound he 


At length; the Springsof Life their Currents leave, 


_ And her laft Gafp, her Husband’s Lips receive. 


ae | | | — Now, 








Now, to puirfue our Voyage we mutt provide, 875 
*Till, fafe to Port our weary Bark we guide. 


You may expect, perhaps, I'now fhou’d teach 

What Rules, to Treats and Entertainments reach. 

Come not the firfi, invited toa Feaft; 

Rather, come laft, asa more grateful Gueft. 880 

For, that, of which we fear to be depriv'd, : 

Meets with the fureft Welcome, when arriv’d. 

Befides, Complexions of a courfer kind, —- | 

From Candle-light; no {mall Advantage find. 

During the time you eat, obferve fome Grace, 885 

Nor let your unwip’d Hands befmear your Faces 

Nor, yet, too fqueamifhly your Meat avoid, — 

Left we fufpedt you were in private cloy'd. | 

Of all Extreams in either kind, beware, ae 

And ftill, before your Belly’s full forbear, 890 
A&C 
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No Glutton: Nymph; however Fair, can wound, 
Tho’ more than Hellen the in Charms abound... 





~ Town, I think, of Wine the moderate ufe, 

~ More fuits the Sex, and fooner finds Excufe; 

It warms the Blood, adds Luftre to the Eyes, 895 

And Wine and Love have always been Allies. | 
But, carefully from all Intemp’rance keep, 

Nor drink ‘till you fee double, lifp, or fleep. 

For in fuch Sleeps, Brutalities are done; 899 


Which, tho’ ye loath, _ have no Pow’r to thu. 


a Nymph from Table led, 
| | Shou’d next be taught, how to behave in Bed. 
But Modetty forbids: Nor more, my Mufe 
With weary Wings, the labour'd Flight purfues; 
Her purple Swans unyoak’d, the Chariot leave, 905 
And needful Reft (their Journey done) receive. 
i -° 3 7 Thus, 
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“ Thus, with impartial Care, my Art I fhows 
And equal: Arms, on either Sex beftow: 
While Men and Maids, who by my Rules improve, 
Ovid, muft own, their Mafter is in Love. 910 
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Onthe Third BOOK of 


OVID: At. of LOVE. 


BOP Adenelaus, and the King of Men. Agamemnon and 
| Menelaus, two Brothers, marry’d two Sifters, Clytemne- 
{tra and Helena, Daughters of Tyndarus King of Lacee 
demon: The Story is well known. Both the Sifters preferr’d 
Gallants to their Husbands Beds; and if Helena had her Paris, 
Clytemneftra bad her AEgiftheus. 

If falfe Eripbyle forfook her Faith. Eriphyle, Dang hter 
of Talaon King of Argos, “and Wife of Amphiaraus, «being 
covetous of a Gold Chain, which Venus had given Hermione, 
and which Polynice’s Wife had receiv'd as a Prefent from that 
senfortunate Prince, he gave it her on condition fhe oblig’d her 
| Husband to go to the Theban War, in which he knew he 

would perifhs and fhe prevaild with him to go. This Princefs 
being thus the Occafion of her Husband's Death, is often repre 
fented as an Inftance of the Falfhocd and Vanity of the Sex. 

The Story is Elogsently told in Statius Thebaids, 

. Penelope was Loyal. Penelope, Dasghter of Icarus and Po- 
lycafta. Her Chaftity is often mention'd to the Reputation of 
the Fair. 

To fhare her Husband’s Fate. Protefilaus, Laodamia’s 








| Hysband, wasthe firft Greek that was kill’d inthe Trojan War, 


to which he went with 40 Ships; as Homer tells ws in his 2d 
Hiad. When his Wife Laodamia, Acaftus’s Danghter, beard the 
News, fhe paffionately defir'd to feehisGhoft; which being gran- 

td her by the Gods, fhe embrac'd it fo clofely that fhe perifh'd 
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én its Embraces. Ovid has written an Epiffle from Laodamiato — 
Protefilaus, and Propertius. /peaks of her inthe 19th Elegy of his 


1ft Book.Protefilaus was Grandfon of Phylacus, for which rea 
Son he is alfo call'd Phylacides: Phylacus was King of Phylaca in 


Fheflaly, as Apollodorus writes in his tf Book, and Strabo in 
his oth. The Father of Protefilaus was Iphiclus ; and that hewas 


the firft Grecian who was kill’d in the Trojan War, we learn 
ix Ovid’s Metamorphofes. _ _ 


———Heorea primus fataliter hafta 
Protefilae .cadis, ——. 
nd Aufonius, 7 


Protefilae tibi nomen fic fata dederunt, 
_ Hoftia quod Trojz prima futurus eras. 


Catullus, in bis Elegy to Manlius, gives a Hiftory of it afser 


thefe Verfes, 


Quam jejuna pium defiret ara cruorem 
Doe eft amiffo Laodameia viro. 


Ovid, in the 6th Elegy of the 1 Book of bis Amorum, 
Triftia Phylacida: Therfites funera vidit. 


He {peaks alfo of him in his Remedy of Love, and in the 18th 


| Elegy of the 2d Book of his AMorum. — 


Think how Alceftes Piety was prov’d.. Alceftes, Admetus’s | 


Wife, who offer'd to die tolengthen her Husband's Life: Shewas 


a Theffalian, and Daughter of Pelias. Admetus was the 


Son of Pheres; we have [poken of bine already. / 
Receive me, Capanens, Evadne cry’d. There were three 
famous Ladies of this Name.. The firft, Daughter of Neptune 


and Pilanes, who was bred upon the Banks of the Eurotus. — 


The fecond was Daughter of King Pelias, whom Jafon gave in 
a 7 : ;  Marriag, 
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Marriage to Oeneus, Son of Cephalus King of the Phocians; . 


and the third, Daughter of Iphias. She marry’d Capaneus, 
_ who fignaliz’d himfelf in the Theban War, of which the Poet 
Speaks here. sar : 

‘Virtue her felf a Goddefs we confefs. She was reprefent- 
ed at Rome in 4 Woman's Habit, and a Temple and Altars 
were dedicated to her. The Poet vindicates. the Sex by this 
Saying in avery high degree, as if Virtue, by being « Goddefi, 
was more the Ladies than the Mens. In the 7th Book of Lik 

_vy's fecond Punick War, and in Valerius Maximus, we find 
Mention made of «Temple to Virtue, built by Marcellus. 
| Why Phillis by a Fate untimely fell. | 7 

* Nine times, gc. Phillis, Daughter of Lycurgus King of 

‘Thrace, de/pairing of the Return of Demophoon Son of The- 
feus, to whom fhe had granted her laff Favours, was about 
to hang her felf; when, as the Fable fays, the Gods, in Com- 
paffion to her, turn’d her to an Almond-tree withont Leaves: 
Demophoon fomerime after this returning, went and embrac’d 
his metamerphos'd Miftre/s, and the Tree afterwards put forth 
Leaves, hence called urna, but formerly Tleraae, Nine times, 
to fbew that fhe as often went to the Sea-fide, expetting te 
mect him. 

The Prinee fo far, gc. Eneas and Dido. The pions 

Hero excus'd his Falfbood by the Injunttion of the Gods. 
The Bard who injur’d Hellen. The Poet Stefichorus, on 
whofe Lips a Nightingale fung when he was a Child, a fure 
Prognoftick of bis being a famous Poet. Pliny writes this of 
him. He wrote a bitter Satyr againft Hellen, for which her 
Brothers Caftor and Pollux placke ont his Eyes; but fometime 
after he was refkor'd to his Sight, having recanted in his Pal- 
modia, 4 Poems quite contrary to the former, of which Horace 
fpeaks in his ik Epede. Plato mentions the fame Story in his 
Phadro; bwt inffead of Sparta, Ovid writes Therapne, /peak- 
ing of Hellen, for fhe is [aid to be born in that Town in La- 
coniay whence fhe was calf'd Therapneae Rure Therapnzo 
: nata 
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nata puella, /ays this Poet. in. another. places yet. others affirns 
fhe was born at Amyclea near Lacedemon. 

And hear my Precepts while fhe prompts my Mind. Thre 
was no oceafon of giving another Turn to the Original, tho’ 
the nearer the Verfion comes toit, perhaps it. wonld give the more 
Offence: But if we refum'd the Allegory we have already 
Spoken of, ‘tis certain that none can make too much hafte to 
acquire the'good Graces of Philofophy and fine Learning; for 
which, Youth, Genius, and the Strength of Maturity are ne- 
cefarye | | : 
- The blooming Rofe vy'd with the blufhing Morn. | Tho’ 
_ Ovid bas nor gone very far ont of the way for this Simile, yet 

in this place it has a good Effet; as alfo in another, where 
he fays, eS a , 


“Nec femper vialz, nec femper lilia forent 
Ec riget amiffa fpina relicta rofa. 


None, then, will prefs upon your Midnight Hours, ; 

Nor wake, to ftrow your Street with Morning Flow’rs, 
The Expreffion is gallanty and we eafily comprehend what the 
Arthor means by the firft Verfe. Horace has a Thought very 
like it, Ode 15. Book 1. 


Parcius junétas quatiunt feneftras. 

1Gibus crebris yuvenes protervi; 
>. ‘Nec tibi fomnos adimunt, amatque 
_ = ; | janua limen. 


When a fair Lady has ont-liv’d ber Charms, who will be at ' 
the Pains of breaking ber Windows or Doors ont'of Rage and | 
Defpair ? The fecond Verfe alludes to a piece of Gallantry ix 
ufe among the Roman Lovers,. to ftrow Flowers before the 
Doors of their Miftreffes., Propertius fpeaks of. it more large- 
ly in the 6th Elegy of his tft Book, which begins, 


Que fueram magnis olim patefa&a triumphis janua. 
| Luere- 
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Lucretius, is bis 4th Book, paints it thus; 
At lacrymans exclufus amator limina fepe 


 Floribus & fertis operit, poftefque ups 
_ Ungit amaracino. 


Ovid bimlf, in the 6th Elegy of the tft Book of i bis Amo- 
rum, 

_ At tu non letis detra@a corona capillis 

-_ Dura fuper tota limina noe Jace. 


And in his Remedy of Love, 


Effice no@urna frangatur janua rixa 
Et tegat ornatas multa corona fores. 


Tibullus, Elegy a aise: 2. expreffs himfelf in —— the fame , 
manner 


Te meminiffe a quz plurima voce peregi 
Supplice cum pofti florida fecta darem. 


Catullus, in bis Acys, 
Mihi floridis corollis redimita domus erat. 


And Virgil, in bis 4th FEneid, Ect variis florentia limina fer 
tis, For the Ancients usd to hang Garlands at their Doors on 
Several Occafions; but bere he {peaks only of the Folly of Low 
vers, and thofé chiefly whe have made toe merry before they vie 
Sit their Miftreffes. 

Thou didft nor, Cynthia, feorn the Latmiax Swain; En- 
dymion, with whom, accerding to that Fable, the Moon fell 
ix Love, and defcended to converfe with him on Moennt Lat- 
mos iz Caria; becaufe, as Pliny fays, be was the firft who 
obferu'd the Atotion of that Planet. There's a very fine De- 
fcription of it in Buchanan's dffrological Poem; and Ovid has 


aN Spoken of shis sald 
Witnefs 


\ 
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Witnefs Harmonia, and the Dardan Prince. Harmonia or 
Hermione, Daughter of Mars and. Venus, was marry’d to 
Cadmus. Diodorus, whe calls ber Harmonia, makes her the 
Daughter of Jupiter and Electra, bat agrees thag. foe was 
Cadmus’s Wife. | - . oa 


Still Women lofe, you cry, Gt. - 3 | 


Et tamen ulla viro mulier non expedit, inquit. ’ 
. Quid, nifi quam fumis, dic mihi perdis aquam 2 


Thefe Verfes ave not barely tranflated to the litreral Senfe which 
48 conceiv’d to be 1n’em; bet parapbras'd according ro the In~ 
terpretation of Heinfius, who ‘feems truly to nnderftand the 
Text, tho’ differing in bis Conjetture from Scaliger and other 
Commentators. If any Reader 18 curions enough to confult the 

_ Commentary of Heintius on this place, he will find by other 
— Tnftances cited from Ovid, that aquam fumere was a Phrafe 
‘appropriated to a particular Time and Cuftom among Women. 
This had not been infifted on here, had it not been the only Paf- 
fage in this Book which all other Commentators but Heinfius 
have render’d unintelligible; for otherwife the Verfesare not ue- 
ry confiderable: dnd the moft which Ovid fays sm this Place, 
is no more than if {peaking of eating he had faid, Why fhould 
any one fcruple to ufe their Hands, when it can coft ’em 
nothing but a little Water to wath ‘em afterwards, which is 
not worth faving? . 3 i ne 
If Hettor’s Spoufe, gc. Andromache és always reprefent- 

ed as a plain fort of a Woman; tunica valentes here meani 
courfe and thick Stuff, which the Verfion hits very well. _ 
Seven lufty Bulls. Ajax’s Shield’ Homer defcribes in his 
7th Iliad, and fays Tychius who made it gave it the Shape | 
of a Tower. Ovid, in the 13th Book of bis Metamorphotcs, 

makes Uly fles {peak thus of this Shield, © mesh * 


Que nifi feciffem, fruftra Telamone creatus ° . 
Geftaflet leva taurorum tergora feptem., 


% ; 


Virgil 


244. Notes onthe Third Book. — 
Virgil, towards the end of the 12th Aineid, defcribes Turnus’s 


Shield in the fame manner. | | 
Which now we fee adorn’d, and carv’d, and gilt. Au- 


rea Roma. Some think he alludes to the Capitol only which. 


was gilt, but the Verfion renders the true Meaning of the Ori- 
Zinal; where the Poet won'd only fay, Rome was then Opulent 
and Magnificent, as indeed it was, efpectally if compared to 
Rome és Romulus’s Days, as the Poet intimates. | 
This Capitol with that of Old compare. The Capitol was 
‘4 Fill in Rome, fo call'd from a Man’s Head which was 
found there as the Romans were digging the Foundation of the 
Temple of Jupiter. So Livy asd Dionyfius write. Jr firft 
went by the Name of Saturnian, and afterwards by that of 
Tarpeian, from the Name of the Veftal Tarpeia, who was 
crufh'd to Death with the weight of the Arms of theSabines that 
were threwn upon her, after fhe deliver’d the Place to them 
on Condition thofe Arms fbon'd be given her. Tarquin bxilt a 
Temple there, which was dedicated by the Conful Horatius. 
This Edifice being, as Appian writes, deftroy'd in the Civil Wars, 
Sylla rebuilt it, and Catulus dedicated it. Vefpafian reftor'd 
it after he had put an end to the War againft the Vitelltans, or 
the Party of Vitellus: ’Tavas sot many Years before’twas burnt, 
and Domitian rebsile it again, as Tacitus reports in bis roth 
Book. 7 
That lofty Pile where Senates di@ate Law. Varro writes, 
here were two forts of Conrts in the Capitol; One for delibe- 
rating facred Matters, and the other for Affairs of State. Both 
the one and the other were call'd Curia, a Curiando, from the 
Care that was taken there: One went by the Name of Holftilia, 
from Holtilius, the fourth King of Rome; and before this were 
the Roftra; which took, their Name from the Heads of Snips 
- that were pung up there, as may be (feen in, the 8th Book of 
Livy, and here was the Tribunal for the Pleaders. Pedianus 
_obferves st join'’d the Conrs of which Ovid peaks. 


And 


j 


a 
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~ And where Apollo’s Fane refulgent ftands. Leaning the 


Temple Auguftus bwilt near bis Palace; and joining to the fa- 


mous Library of Greek and Eatin Books, which Propertius-/o 


well defcribes, Book 2. Elegy 31. and Ovid mentions in the 


ft Book of this Treatife. | . 
But, to recount the feveral Dreffes worn. By this we per= 
ceive the Roman Ladies were as fond of Fafbion,as the French, 
or the Englith, too much their Imitators. See* Plautus in his 
Epidicus, .4é 2. Scene11r. Quid ifte que vefti quotannis 
Nomina inveniunt nova. — Me . 3 
With fuch Diforder Jéle was grac'd. Idle, Danghter of — 
Eurytus King of Oechalia, and Hercules’s Wife. He took, ber 


from her Father by force, becanfe the King won'd not confent 


to it when he return’d from sEtolia, where he had. marryd 
Deianira. This Story 41s made fufficiently known by the firft 
Aét ef Seneca’s Hercules spon Afount Octa. _ 7 
Men ill fupply thofe Hairs, gc. Whereas Pliny ebferves 
that. Women rarely {bed their Hair, Eunuchs not at all; and ne 
Body, if we may believe him, ante veneris ufum, neither on the 
hind-part of the Heads, nor about their Temples and Ears; 
for there is no Animal that turns Bald, except Man. Thofe . 
that are naturally bald cannos be faid to turn fo. | 
~ Women, with Juice of Herbs, cc. They dy'd their Hair 
with the Fuice of Herbs, according to the Fafbion of the.Ger- 
mans, who make ufé of certain Herbs to black their Hair, or dye 
thems of any ether Colour, to difguife their ge, and appear” 


young. Tibullus writes thus of it. - 


Tum ftudium forme eft, coma quum mutatur, ut annos 
Diffimulet viridi cortice cin&a nucis.. 


The Gauls made ufe of an Herb which is call’d Guelde or 


Woad, as Cafar reports in the 3d Book of his Commentaries. 


- Or with the Tyrian Dye. The Tyrian Scarlet was the fineft 
Dye in the World, preferable to that. of Amyclea sear Sparta, . 
es | R 2 the’ 


_ 
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tho’ that was alfo excellent. This Scarlet is often confounded 
with Purple, of which there were twe Sorts, one of a Pome- 


granate Colour, asthe Atrican, and the other of a reddi fh Scar- 
let, as the ayes: Tibulius [peaks of them Apes 


Illz fele&tos certent prebere colores 
Atrica puniceum purpureumque'T yros. 


‘As. if. the Golden Fleece, Gc. The Colour like that of 
Phryxus s Ram. He was the Son of Atham.s Kixg of Thebes, 
anu to avoid the anger of Ino, bis Mother-in-Law, fled with 
lis S.fter Helle upon a Ram with a Golaen Fleece. His Sifter. 
tumel.ng into the Sea, gave it the Name of Hellefpont, bat he 
arriving at Colchos facrific’d the Ram to Mars, whe plac’d it 
in the Zodiack, and hung up his Golden Fleece in the Temple, 
Confecratiny 11 to Mars snder the keeping of a Dragoon. Ne- 
paele, bes Adother, gave him this Golden Ram, which Eufe | 
bius satexprets to be a Ship cali'd the Ram, arth the Figure of 
that <inimal reprejented in the Stern, 

Of Amethyfts, the Purple glows, ge. This Colonr fome 
call Violet,, and others erroneoufly Hyacinthus. Martial © 
writes thes of the Amethyft Colour ; - : 


.~ Ebria Sidoniz, ctim fim de fanguine conche 
‘Non video quare fobria lana vocer. 


And Book. Epig. 97. 


Qui coccinnatos non putat viros effe. 
Amethy ftinafque mulierum vocat veftes, &c. 


As much as to fay fine Scarlet. 

Nor Almond, nor the Chefnut Dye difciims ‘He alludes 
te this Verfe of Virgil, Caftaneafque nuces, Mea quas- Ama- 
ryllis amabat. 

Tho’ not to Nymphs of Cancafues I fing. ‘Caucafus is a 
Mountain, which ftretehes it Jeff from the Eaft-Indiesto Atount 

Taurus, 
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‘Taurus, and goes by feveral Names, according as’ tis inhabi- 
red by feveral Nations; but being ways cover'd with Snow 
tn fome Piaces, *tis caild Caucatfus, whch in the Oriental fig- 
nifies Wiste, as Prolemy witneffes. 

A little Book I've made. He means his Book, de Medica- 

mine Faciel, of which we have but a Fragment, and what we 
have is by fame Criticks thought not to be ee, tbe! ger 
merally ie Learned think the contrary. 

Even Ayro’s Statues. Pliny writes there were two famous 
Statuaries of this Name; oye a Lycian, Polycletes’s Diyciple, 
who flours fb'd in the 87:b Olympiad; the other a Native of 
Eleuthera, Ageladis’s Difciple, who made that admirable Bru= 
zen Cow, of which fo much is faid, and feveral other Pieces of 
Sculpture which are mightily prais’d by Antiquity. 

Which, now, a perfect Venus, &c. ’Tis shonegbt he me.ins 
that Venus of which Pliny fpeaks, and which was in Octa= 
vius s Portico in the Temple of Jupiter. See the 361h Book, Crap, 
5. where he defcribes her ripng ont of the Sea wth ber Hair 
feill wet, fuch as Apelles painted her. 

Or in tne Fane of the gocd Grddefs drefs, Gc. Where no 
Man was allow’d to enters’ This Goddefs is the fame that the 
Greeks call’d Gynercia; fhe was wor /bipned at Rom:, and 
the, Romans nam'’d her. Dryades, the Wife af Faunus.. is af 
her that Propertius fpeaks, Elegy 10, Book 4. oo 


InterdiGa viris metuenda lege piatur, - 
Qua fe fumm ta vindicat ara cala. 


Macrobius, in the 12th Chapter of the firft Book'of his Satur 
nalia, fays, this Good Goddels is the fame as the Earth; and 
that others call her Fame, Onis, Fauna, Sem-le, H.cate and 
Medea, whofe Temple all Afankind were LAA se to enter. 
ie in his 6th Satyr tells us, the Myfteries of this G.vvd God~ _ 
efs were known; nota bone fecreta Dix: nd Tibul'us 


Book ty Elegy 6, facra bone maribus non adeunda Dew. 
R 3 Plutarch 


~~ 
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Plutarch in the Life of Cafar fays, She was the Mother of Mi- 
das, and Bacchus’s Nurfe. | 


Not to a Semele, or Leda bright. There are few Fables bet- 


ter known than thofe of Semele or Leda. This Poet often makes 
mention of them. Semele was Daughter of Cadmus, and Mo- 


ther of Bacchus by Jupiter; whom having the Curiofity to enjoy — 


in all bis Celeftial Adajefty, fhe was burnt by Lightning. Le- 
da was the Daughter of Theftius, and Mother of Caftor and 
Pollux, Clytemneftra and Hellena. Caftor and Clytemneftra 
by her Husband Tyndarus, King of Ocbalea, and Pollux and 
Hellena 4y Jupiter, who is the fbape of a Swan enjoy her, 
as be bath'd in the River Eurotus: She was afterwards deli- 
werd of an Egg, whence they both preceeded. - | 

Nor an Europa, thefe my RulesI write. The Sidonian 
Europa, Danghter of Agenor, King of Phoenicia; whom Ju- 
piter fell in Love with, and ravifb’d her in the fhape of a 
Bull: He carry'd her to Crete, and fhe there brought him three 
_ Sons, Minos, Rhadamantus and Sarpedon. After that Afte- 
rius having no Children, marry’d her, adopted Jupiter's Sons, 
and left his Kingdom to them, as Diodorus informs us. Eu- 
ropa is call’d the Sidonian, from rhe Gry Sidon, built by the 
Pheenicians, and who, according to Jultin, call'd it Sidon, from 
the Word Sidone, which fignifies Fifb, there being great plenty 
of ét that City. _ = - _ 

Nor thee, fair Hellen, &c. The Story of Paris and Hellen, 
and the Trojan War is fo commen, we fall {ay no more of it: 
Nor of Agamemnon and Manelaus, Sons of Atreus, who were 
the Chiefs of it. . 

If Pale, let her the Crimfon Juice apply. The Vermillion, 
purpureis virgis Mirula, is agasnft this Interpretation, Some 
think it alludes to the Sandix, of which Pliny /peaks. in the 6th 
Chapter of his 35th Book. This is properly Red Arfenick, or 
Vermillion; tho’ Virgil, ix bis 10th Eclogue, feems to take th 
Sandick for a kind of Herb, when he fays, eo 2 


Sponte 


ry 


. 
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Sponte fua Sandyx pafcentes veltiet agnos. 7 


Mirula takes it to be the Vacinium mentioned by Pliny, as a | 
Shrub grewing in Gaul, which bears red Flowers proper for ay- 
ing, [uch asWoad may be. See the 18th Chapter of the 16th 
Book, of Pliny #pon it. — es | 
If Swarthy, to.the Pharian Varnith fly. Pharos was a 
little Ifland at the Mouth of the Nile, near the Port of Alex- 
andria, where anciently flood « high ately Tower, reckon'd | 
one of the {even Wonders of the World. Ptolemy Philadelphus 
‘pent 800 Talents in building it: We read of it in Czfar’s 
Commentaries. Jn this [fland were abundance of Crocodiles, 
the Entrails of which were excellent to take off Freckles er 
Spots in the Face, and whiten the Skin; as Pliny obferves; 
Poties etiam de ftercore Crocodili intelligere, quo puellz ute 
bantur ad cutis nitorem. -dad Horace ts hig 12th Epode, 


jam manet humida creta, colorque 
Stercore fucatus Crocodilii——. 


Round Shoulders, bolfter’d up, cc. Analectides, Little 
Bolfters of Flocks. The fame Invention is ws'd in our Days, 
both for this defect in Women, and in calu'd Stockings for the 
Men. And 'tis fatisfatlory to the Curious to know the Fafhion 
4s 1800 Years old. ‘ | _ 3 a 

Another, like an Umbrian’s fturdy Spoufe. The Umbri- 
ans inhabited a Country joining to the Appenine Hills, which 
run from Savons, onthe Coaft of Genda, te the Sicilian Streights, 
This Nation were reckon'd as Ruftick in their Manners, as 
Strong in Bodies, aud front of Heart. The Poet gives us, in an 
Umbrian Woman, 4 juft Idea of a Modérn Peafant’s Wife. 

-Syrens, tho’ Monfters, gc. Ovid here advifes the Ladies 
to learn to Sing, and takes his Comparifons from the Syrens, 
Daughters of Achelous and the Mufe Calliope, or Terpficore, © 
according to others. They were three in Number, Parthenope, 

| : R 4 Leucofia 





: \ 
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Leucofia and Ligia, half Women and half Fifh; one made ufe 
‘of ber Voice, another of her Lyre, and another of her Flute. 

_ Their Hasnt was on the Coafts of Sicily, where they charm’d 
Voyagers by ther Singing, but Ulyfles efcap’d them. See the 
6th and 14th Book of the Adetamorpofes. Ovid, inftead of U- 
lyffcs, fays Sifiphides, the*Son of Sifiphus, For that Auto- 

lica, Laerte:’s Wife, and Uiyfles’s Adother, was debauch'd by Si- 
fiphus, and bore Uly fles by bins, This Poet in his Aetamor- 

pho[es, Book. 33, makes Ajax fay, : _ 
——- Quid fanguine cretus © 
Sifyphio, furtifque, & fraude fimilimus illi. 
Inferis ALacidz aliena nomina genti. 


Some foft eLcyptian Air. | Thofe irs were a fort of Sara 
bands, in yogue among the ALyvyptians and Gades. The Atove- 
ment was difjolBte and provoked to Luft, as one may [ee by 
Martial : | - 


Cantica qui Nili, qui Gaditana fufurrat. 
And elfewhere. | 


Edere lafcivos, & Betica crufmata geftus. 
Et Gaditanis ludere docta modis. 


Something like the Movements with Cuftanetts, of which Juver 
nal /peaks in bis 11th Satyr. — Audiat ule, Teftarum 
crepitus cum verbis, @c. , 7 

When on his Lyre melodious Orpheus play’d, ~ 

Even Cerberus and Hell that Sound obey’d. Orpheus of | 
Mount Rhodope, that is, of Thrace; from whence he is fe 
often call’'d Threic us: For he was a Thracian, Son of Oca 
grus and Calliope, as Diodorus writes: He was fo skilful in 
‘playing wpon the Lyre, that ‘tis faid he drew after him Trees and 
wild Beafts.. From whence Horace in his Letter to the Lifos 


| L4)% 





| 
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Sylveftres homines facer interprefque Deorum 
Cedibus, & victu feedo deterruit. Orpheus, 
Didus ob hoc lenire Tigres, rapidofque leones. 


As to the Fable of his Defcent into Hell, fee the end of Vir- - 
pil’s ath Georgick; the »dand 3d Chorus of Seneca’s Medea; ' 
the 3d Chorus of his Hercules on Adouns Octa. For in all thefe » 
Places ’tis yery elegantly defcrib'd: And fome Moderns have 
treated of it happily. 3 | 
Oh Thebes, attracted by -Amphion's Lays. He means the 
Walls of Thebes, built by the Sound of Amphion’s Lyre.. He 
qvas the Son of Jupiter and Antiope, and Brother of Zcthus. 
The two Brothers were famous for the difference of their Hx-~ 
mowrs. Horace in his Art of Poetry, fays, of ‘Amphion’s bsild- 
ing the Walls of Thebes by the Sound of his Lyre, _ 3 


Didus & Amphion Thebanz conditor arcis 
Saxa movere fono teftudini, & prece bland 
Ducere quo vellet. 


~ 





And Seneca, in the 3.4’ Ait of bis Ocdipus, 
: Manuque fuftinet leva Chelym. 


\ 


Qui faxa dulci traxit Amphion fono, 





And elfewhere, 
—— Muros natus Amphion Jove — 
Struxit canoro fax.modulaty trahens, 


AAs alfo in the laft AE of his Thebaids, | 


——— Poteris has Amphionis 

Quaffare moles? Nulla quas itruxit manus 
Stridente tardum machina ducens onus, 
Sed convocatus vocis & cithare fono 

Per fe ipfe turres venit- in fummas lapis. 





Eufebius | 
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~ Eufebius writes that Amphion reign’d at Thebes, and made 

Rocks move with the Sownd of his Lyre; fer that he was at 
baft hearken'd to by his Subjetts, who were a fiubborn fort’ of 
People: «And thus the greateft part of the antient Fables may 
be reconcil’d to Truth of Hiftory. - ? 

And was, rion,.&c. Arion was a celebrated Mufician 
of Antiquity, of whom Herodotus, Higinus, Pliny, Solinus, 
Aulus Gellius, ard Ovid in the 2d Book of bis Faftis, make 
mention; fee alfo the 13th Book of Strabo, Some fay he was 
a Poet and Mufician of Lesbos, and invented Dithyrambicks _ 

for praife of Wine and Bacchus. Having got a great deal of 
Mony, and returning from his Travels home by Sea, the Sai- 
lors robb'd him and threw him over-board; when a Dolphin, 
charm’d with his Mufick, convey’d him fafe to Peloponefus; 
where he procur’d Periander to pat the Sailorsto Death. The Poet, 
by all thefe Inftances ofthe Power of Adufick, won'd. perfuade 
the Ladies to learn it, as the Verfion tells us. And with her 
Lute accompany her Voice. Ovid ¢alls this Inflrnment Na- 
blium, er Naulium, which is a Foreign Word, as Strabo ob- 
Serves tn his 10th Book; and Suidas writes, ’ tis the Pfalterion, 
‘which is alfo calld Naula. The Lute anfivers to it very 
well. : 

Of fweet Callimachus the Works rehearfe. Callimachus 
was a confiderable Poet, and, according to Quintilian, the firft 
that wrote Elegies in Greek. He was the Son Battus, asho 
built Cyrene. For which Reafon he-is called Battades, as ix 
the laft Elegy of the firft Book of Ovid’s Amorum. 


Battiades femper cantabitur orbe 
Quamvis ingenio-non valet, arte valet. 
-Propertius in his fecond Elegy fays, he was not felling or 
| fluid in bis Style. | : — 


Et non inflati fomnia ‘Callimachi. 


( 


™ 


| Cyrene, 


‘ : . | J | m | | | 
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Cyrene, where Callimachus liv’d, was in Africa; and be 
was look’d upon to be one of the wittieft and politeft Aden of — 
his Age. 2 | - : 
— And read Philetas and Anacreon’s Verfe. Philetas. was 4 
Native of the Ifland of Coos in the Augean Sea; a celebrated 
| Poet and Writer of Elegies, and flourifb'd under Philip and bis 
Son Alexander the Great. Quintilian places: bins among the £le- 
giack Poets of the Second Order, and indeed he's almoft always 


nam'd with Callimachus, as in the beginning of the firft Elegy — 
‘of the 3d Book of Propertius ; : 


‘Callimachi Manes & Coi facra Philetz, 
And our Ovid, ix bis Remedy of Love; 
| Et cum Callimacho tu quoque Coe noces. | 
Statius al/o in Stella’s Epithalamium joins thens together. 


—_—— Hunc ipfe choro plaudente Philetas 
Callimachufque fenex. ao og 


Ovid calls Anacreon the old Afan of Tetos, who lev’d 
drinking fo well : He was a Lyrick, Poet, and Pliny tolls us; 
he choak'd himfelf with a Grapecftone as he was drinking, 
Horace fometimes defigns him by the Teian Adufe, as in the 
17th Ode of his firft Book, Et fide Teia, dices laborantes in 

uno Penelopen, vitreanfque Circen. — | 7 


And in the 14th Epode. 


Non aliter Samio dicunt arfiffe Bathyllo 
Anacreonta Teium. 


Terentian Plays may much the Mind improve. He who 
_ veprefents a Father, deceiv'’d by his Servant Geta. He means 
Terence, and his Phormio in particular, where Chremes and 
- Demiphon, two old Aden; are deceiv’d by Geta. The Ancients 

7 ‘asa 
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usa to call their Servants by the names of the Countries from 
whence they came, as Lydus, Syrus, Dacus, from Lydia, Sy- 
ria and Dacia; fo Geta comes from the Cowntry of the Getz. 
The French so this Day do the fame, and call their Foot- 
wen Champagne le Picard, le Gafcon, le Bourgignen, gc. 
And Sir Gorge Etheridge in his Sir Fopling Flutter, the 

Hampfhire, ec. (peaking to his Valet, imitates this Cuftom. 
But foftelt Sapho befts inftruts to Love. Sapha is made 
| famous by almoft all the Poets of Antiquity, as well as by her 
own Writings. Swe was born at Mitylcne, 2% the I fle of Lef- 
bos; and was Contemporary with Alceus. She writ nine Books 
(of Elegy, and feveral Epigrams and Satyrs, The Siphick Ver- 
| fes took their Name from her. There's nothing of her Compo- 
_ fitions extant, befides a Hymn to Venus, and an Ode to a 
yosng Girl whom fhe lov'd. According to fome Authors, fhe 
flung her felf into the Sea, becaufe Phaon neglefted her. Her 
Sentiments were very tender in her Verfes; wherefore Ovid 
advifes Lovers taread then here, andin his de Triftibus, where 

he {ays of her, | SO 
_Lesbla quid docuit Sappho nifi amare puellas 2 


Propertius, c. Sextus Aurelius Propertius was a Native 
ef Umbria, that rade part of \taly; fo that we find Genius 
and Politene{i are not confin’d to Places. He was very much 

 efteens a. by \Mecenas, and his Works are ftill extant. 

Gallus, ec. Cornelius Gallus Fordjulienfis, who tranfla- 
red the Euphorion of. the Greeks into Latin, and wrete four 
Books for a freed Woman of Volumnuus, with whom he was in 
Love. Servius calls her Cytheris; He was the firft whe 
commanded in Egypt under Augultus. He was Proconful, ac- 
cording to Eufebius. Quintilian fays, bis Style was rougher 
than Propertius amd Tibullus. His Condutt in his Govern- 
ment WAS not much for the Reputation of the Mufes. | 

T bullus. Every Body who is the leaft acquainted with 

Antiquity, knows he was one of the fineft Wits of the Augu ftan 
a Age, and a Man of Gallantry and Profufion, wafting "t E- 
_ | | ate, 
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State, even while he was in his Youth, on his Extravagancies and 
Pleajure. Horace /peaks of him as his Friend; and Ovid 
reckons bim amonglt the beft Writers of his Time. What is -» 
extant of his Wruings juftifie, that Ovid has not put him out 
of his Place. | | 

Aud let Varronian Verfe. Publius Terentius Varro Ataci- . 
nus, of rhe Provinceof Gallia Narbonénlis; who, when he was 
thirty five Years old, learn’d Greek, and tranflated Apollonius 
Rhodius’s foxr Books of the Congueft of the Argonauts. From 
whence Quintilian calls him the Interpreter of another Atan's 
Writings. He celebrared a Lady whom he lov'd, and whofe 
Name was Leucadia, in his Writings, as Properuus saforms 


usin the laft Elegy of his fecomd Book. 


Hac quoque profecto laudcbat Jafone Varro 
Varro Leucadiz maxima flaosma fuz. _ 


Some have miftaken Marcus Terentius Varro, the Philofopher and 
Poet, hem Quintilian calls rhe moft learned Asan of the Ro- | 
mans, for this Varro. The P:élure of the other was placed in, 
his Life time, as ‘an extraordsmary Perfon, in Afinius Pollo’s 
Library. | : 

Witnefs the well-kept Dancers of the Stage. The Ro- 
Mans: were great Enconragers of their Dancers and Mimes; 
fome of them grew very Eminent, as Rofcius Amerinus, ~for 
whom Cicero pronounced that fine Oration; fome of thens alfo 
grew predigioufly Rich, as Clodius ALfopus, of whofe Luxury 
Pliny makes mention: And Horace in the 34 Satyr of bis 2d 
Book, fpeaks of the Son of this ALfopus, who fiwallowed a Pearl 
of great price in one of nis Frolicks. 7 

Filius ALfopi detra@am ex aure Metelle 
Scilicet ut decies folidum exorberet, aceto 
-Diluit infignem baccam, | 


And Book the 11th, Epiftle the 1 Jf, to Auguttus, he Says of 
Rofcius’s Father, | _< « & 


Quz 
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Que gravis Efopus, quz dodtus Rofcius egit. 


Nor is’t amifs at Chef: Gre. Latronum przlia Ludet, és 


the fame which the Verfion renders Chefs; but what the Teflera 
Mifla of which we have fpokem is, none of the Criticks are 
clear in; thofe that come. neareft [uppofe them to be Billiard 


Balls, “Mirula’s Explanation is very obfcure: Nor is Mycil- 
lus’s much clearer. The Latronum prelia is with mere cer- 
tainty interpreted to be Che/s. Nor is’t amifs at Chefs to be 


expert. There's another Play mention'd by the Poet, Reticuloque, . 


cc. which none of the Commentators have explain'd clearly ; 
but the Ternos Lapillos is by allyof them agreedto be what we 
call Merills, a Boyifh Game which Ovid defcribes fo well, 


there’s no doubt but 'tis the fame. The Die {poken of here, is — 


fuppos'd to refer to a Game like the Atodern Trick-Track. 
Nature, for Men, has rougher Sports defign’d. Pilz, Ja- 
culumque, trochique, Armaque, & in gyros ire coactus equus; 
as Tennis, to fling the Dart, Quoits, Fencing, and ride the great 
Horfe, or manage Horfes. Of the Tennis-Ball Martial /peaks, 
Book 7, Epigram 31: 7 3 
' - Non pila, non follis, non te paganica. _ = 
“And Horace, Book 11, Satyr 11> 
Seu pila velox a 
‘Mollitur aufterum ftudio fallente laborem 
Seu te difcus agit. es 





One might make a very large Comment on this Subjeft. The 
Trochi are {aid to be Tops which Beys whip. Thus Acro, mp- 
on Horace and Martial, Epig. 168, Book 14. 


-Inducenda rota eft: das nobis utile munus, 
Ifte trochus pueris, at mihi canthus erit. 
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And afterwards. 


Garrulus in laxo cur anulus orbe vagatur, 
Cedat ut argutis obvia turba trochis. 


Upon which Raderus writes, the Word Trochus is Greek, 
and fo is the Play. That it is a Hoop er Wheel, asthe Lexicon 
has it. ‘Trochus rote genus ad ludum, and elfewhere luden- 
tum rota, See what this Commentator fays further. As alfo 
~” Ammianus Marcellinus, Book 25. Turnebus, Book 27. Chap. 
33+ Mercurialis ix his Gymn. oc 3. Chap, 8. and Horace 
in his Art of Poetry. # 


Ludere qui nefcit campeftribus abftinet armis, 
Indodtufque pile, Difcive, Trochive quiefcit. 


And Ode 24. Book 3. 


Venarique timet, ludere do@ior. 
Seu grzco jubeas trocho 
Seu malis vetita legtbus alea. > 


“43 alfo Propertius, Book 3. Eleg. 14. 


Cum pila veloces fallit per brachia jaCtus 
Increpat, & verfi clavis adunca trochi. 


And Martial, in his 2d Book, lets us know it made a Noife. 
So that one cannot be certain ’twas Tops or Quoits: But thofe 
Plays feem to come neareft to it; the true one is difusd. We 
find in Ammianus, that when Julian the Apoftate was at Paris, 
he diverted himfelf at this Game, which is defcrib'd by Turne- 
bus, and Mercurialis. Of the managing the Horfe, Horace 
makes mention, Book.1. Ode 8. 


Cur neque militaris . 
Inter equaleis equitet; Gallica nec lupatis 
‘Temperet ora frenis. | | 


“Twas 


258 Notesonthe Third Book. 
"Twas aaa a great piece of Horfemanfbip to ei: the 
_ Horfe tarn round in giros. See Virgil ix his 3d Georgick. 


Carpere mox girum incipiats pradibufque fonare 
Compofitis, finuetque alterna volumina crurum. 


Yet when Sols burning Wheels from Leodrive. The Sun 
is the Mafter Planet, and Leo the fifth Sign in the Zodiack, by 
Aftronomers call d the Honje of the Sets who theren caufes the 
greateft Heats. 

And at.the glowing Virgin’s Sign arrive. Virgo is the 6th 
Northern Sign of the Zodiack, next to the Autumnal Equinox: 
By Nature, fays the Artifts, cold and dry, the Houfe and 
Exaltation ot Afercury. Tne Poet means the Summer Seafon, 
when the Sun paffes thro’ Cancer, Leo and Virgo. See Hy- 

inus, | 
; To Pompey’ s Gardens, gc. They were the moft noted in 
Rome, and in the Field of Mars. 

Phebus, who funk, ec. Tis faid Phoebus defiended at 
the Battel of AGium, and was prefent on the Romans fide 
when Auguftus beat Mark Anthony, 

Are rais'd, to Livia’s and Oéfavia's Name. Speaking of 
Odtavia’s Portico, which was burlt near Marcellus’s Theatre. 

Or, where Agrippa firft adorn’d the Ground; . 

When he with Naval Vidtory was crown ‘d. Agrippa 
marry d J ‘lia, Auguftus’s Danghter by Scribonia, and his Fa- 
ther-in-Law honiur'd him with a Naval Crown after be beat 
Pomp y i Siciiy. One of the Porticos in Rome was bnile - 
or nam'd by Agrippa. | , 

To Jfs Fane, ec. Of this Fane and thefe Portives we have 
fpoken in the Notes on the firft Book, 

Snould you, in finging, Thamyras tranfcend. Thamyras 
- \ Sonof Philamon, of whom ‘tis faid, that ashe return’d from the 
City of Aitcl a he met with the Mufes by the way, and was’ fo 
proud t his Singengs he fancy'd he could oxt- ft do ‘thers in that 
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tre; at which the Daughters of Jupiter swere foenrag’d, that 
6% Revenge they depriv'd him of the ufe of bis Reafon, as Ho-- 
mer writes in bis ad liad. Diodorus /ays, they only took 
_ away bis Voice, and his Art of playing on the Lyre. The La- 
tins fay, they frruck him blind. ee ee 
Flad not 4pelles drawn the Sea-born Queen. Every one 
has heard of Apelles, the famous Painter. He was a Na~ 
tive of Cos, or as others write of Ephefus, and born in the 
112th Olympiad, about the 422d Yar of Rome. For his - 
‘great Skill in his Art he was call'd the Prince of Painters; and — 
So induftrioys, that Nulla dies fine Linea, is his known Motto, 
Alexander forbad any Painter but him to draw his Pitture. 


fis Mafter-piece was reckon'd the Venus rifing out of the Sea, of ' 


which Ovid {peaks, and which the Emperor Auguftus dedica- 
ted in the Temple of his Father, Julius Cafar. This Piece 
was at laft ruin’ by Time, and Nero put another in its Place, 
drawn by Dorotheus, Apelles had i another Nenus for — 
the Inhabitants of Cos, which would have excell’d the firft, 
but he was hinder’d by Death from finifbing it, and after him 
none had the boldne/s to put the laft hand to it, as Pliny ssforms 
MS. ~ Merula cites an excellent Epigram of Aufonius ov this, 
Subjet, which, he fays, he found in his time at Milan. 

_ Emerfam pelagi nuper genialibus undis. 

| Cyprin, Apellei cerne laboris Opus, 

Ut complexa manu madidos falis zquore crines, 
Fumidulis {pumas ftringit utraque comis. 
. . Jam tibi nos, iprz, Juno, inquit, & inouba. Pallas 
- Cedimus, & forme premia deperimus. 


And Ovid /azys elfewhere on this Subjeét, 


Ut Venus artificis labor eft & gloria Coi 
4Equoreo madidas que premit imbre comas. 


S Ine 
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. In former Days, I own, the Poets were 

Of Gods and Kings the moft peculiar Cares Whatever 
they were in old Times, Ovid complains the Café was alter'd 
- in bis. ie 
But now their Ivy Crowns bear no Efteem, cc. Perhaps 
there never was, and never will. be as Age, where fome Po- 
ets, and thefe not the wort, wall por have cane to complain 
with Ovid; who liv'd in .a time when Poetry was favonrd 
_gvith the Protection, and honour’d with the Example of Au- 
guftus, Maecenas, aad the Roman Court. Tha: Poets were in 
Eftcem of old, Paufanias endeavours to prove in his 1ff Book; 
where. he fays, Anacreon was.very familiar with Polycrates 
Tyrant of Samos, that /E{chilus and Simonides were in fa- 
- vonr with Hiero King of Sicily, sd Philoxenus Antagoras 
of Rhodes, and Aratus were mighhy cfteem’d by Antigonus 
Prince of Macedon. CUpon which Horace writes in his re 
of Poetry, — ae r | 


Sic honor, & nomen divinis vatibus atque . 
' \ , 


Carminibus venit. 
And again, 


Et vite monftrata via eft: & gratia Regum — 
Pierlis tentata modis Judufque repertus. 


Ennins with Honours was by Scipio grac’d. , Ennius awas 
a Native of Calabria, borne at Rudii, in the 515th Year of 
Rome. Silius is his 12th Book tells ns he was of Rudii; 


Miferunt Calabri, Rudiz genuere vetufte. 


He was the firff Roman that wrote Annals in Heroick, 
Verfe. Aulus Gellus fays, bis Subje& was the Wars of Italy, | 
and particularly the 2d Punick War, which he did to Comspli- | 
_ wrent bis Patron and Friend Scipio; who carry'd hin with bin | 
7 a ) snto 
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sesto Alia, and he was in Etolia wjth Fulvius Nobilior. He 
dy’d in the feventieth Year of his Age, having been cruelly 
afflicted with the Gout, according to Eulebius, cans’d by his 
Intemperance in Wine, which be drank to excefs. He was | 
bury'd in Scipio’s Tomb, in the Via Appia, as Cjcero writes. 
Pliny obferves that he had 4 Statue near Scipio's, which fhews. 
hew highly he was honour'd. , , Ce oo. 4 

What could the high Renown of Homer raife. Homer's 

Name,and the Contention of feven Cities for him, are fo well known 
that there's no need of faying much about it; be was fo call'd 

from his Blindne{i, He was the moft famous of all the Greek Po- _ 
ets, but poor to the Extremity of Begging. His lMliads and 

Odyfles are to this Day inthe firft Rank, of Heroick Poems, 
and the FEneids only difpute with them the Preheminence. 
_ Who could have been of Danae’s Charms affur'd. Danae, 
Dasgheer of Acrifius King of Argos; who having confulted the 
Oracle, and being told that he fhould be kill’d by her Som, 
fout her up in a Brazen Tower to prevent it. But Jupiter 
transforming himfelf inte aGolden Shower, brib’d her Keepers, 
and get her with Child; which, being born, was the renown'd 
Perfeus. Her Father commanded both the Babe and his Mother 
to be thrown into the Sea; but being fortunately caft Afboar 
on one of the Iflands call’d Cyclades, the King of the Ifland 
marry d the Mother; and Perfeus, when he was grown up, 
snwittingly kill’d bis Grandfather. ; —— 7 

How could Andromeda.’ This Story has been often men- 

’ tien’d in thefe Books. She was the Daughter of Cepheus, 
King of Arcadia, and for her Mother's Pride, in comparing her 
Beauty to that of the Nercids, was expos’d to a horrible Sea= 

Monfter, from whom fhe was deliver'd by the above-nam'd - 
Perfeus; who by a look of Medufa’s Head turn’d the Mox- 
frer into a Stone’: 'Tis fo eafie to explain this Fable, and that - 
of Danae’s, ‘the Reader will do it himfelf, ashe paffes them 
(OVE. 7 oe 
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“Had Priam been believ’d, Tray ftill had food. . Priam, 


King of Froy, and Father of Paris, who feele Helen, was for 
 reftoring ber to.the Greeks when they demanded her by their 
“Arobaffadors ; bat other Councils prevailing, the War enfu'd, 
which énided in the Deftruttion of Troy, asd the Death. of 
—. Priam, who was kil’d by Pyrrhus, Son of Achilles, after 40 
-. Hears Reigne : ae a 
- But let sot powder’d Heads, nor effenc’d Hair. The mean- 
ing of the Original is entirely taken in, Nec coma vos fallat li- 
— quida nitidif_ima Nardo. The Nardus or Nard wes a Plant 
brought from India or Syria, from-which a precious Ointment 
was extratted, and put tothe fame ufes as the Modern Beaus 
and Belles do their Effences. soe re 
How often, Venus, haft thou heard fuch Cries, : | 
And laugh’d amidft thy Appian Votaries? The Temple of 
Venus ftood in the Appian way, and the gallaut Woman uid 
to frequent it to meet their Sparks. | - 
Truft not a Thefews,&c. TFhefeus’s Inconflancy to Ariadne 
has render'd hime famons among the Inconftants in Story; and 
Demophoon, his Son, is no left known to have forfaken bis 
‘Phillis. - See Ovid's Epiftles. oe, 
When feign’d a Paffion is, and wherffincere. The Poet, iz 
his Advice to the Men, has given thems the faxce Cantion, when 
they write Letters to fhew their Paffion, and not their Wit, 
which is a Rule that will laft as long as Truth and Reafon. 
A Style too courfe, gs. This is very delicate, and fhews 


of what Importance ’sis for Beanty to be wellbred, if it would 


be Vitterious, | ; 
__ Whofe Hand the Traitor threatens to expafe. 4 Lover, 
whe keeps his Mifrefs's Letters to make his Advantage of 
‘them. Would not one think, that this was written Yefterday? 
All this advice about Billets is agreeable, and very important 
in the Affair of Gallantry. Ce eee, 

When on her Flute divine Adinerva play’d. Minerva 
playing on her Flute by a River Side, and feeing in the Water 
- ig what 
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what Grimaces it oblig’d her to make, fhe flung away the Inftru- 
ment in a Paffion, and curft it fo much, that he who made ufe 
of it afterwards had caufe to repent of it, as Ovid writes in 
his de Faftis, and in bis Metamorphofes in the Story of Mar- 
‘fas, who was flead by Apollo. | = -* 

‘Lee fad: Tecmeffa. She svas Ajax's Captive and his Mi- — 
Brefi, by whom be had Euryfaces, from whom defcended the 
Euryfacidz, one of the moft noted Families of Athens. . 

- So Nemefis, fo Cynthia’s Name was rais'd. Nemefis was 
_ the Goddefi of “Fuftice: Adraftus buile the firft Temple to her, 
and thence fhe’s call’d Adraftea, as alfo Rhamnufia from her 
Temple in Rhamnus in Attica. The Romans invor’d her be- 
fore they went to Battel,and retarn’d her Thanks after Victory, 
for revenging them on their Enemies; fhe had no Latin Name, — 
tho’ fhe was receiv’d into the Capital. But this Nemefis here 
$s thought to be that which Tibullus low’d and celebrated in his 
Poems ; if fo, ’tis probable Cynthia here is not the Godde/fs, 
but fome Beauty who went by thde Name, oo 

From Eaft to Weft, Lycoris Praifes ring; Jn the Verfes 
of the Poet Gallus. | Oe 3 

Nor are Corinna’s, Gc., Ovid fung his Miftrefs by that — 
Name, which is fuppos'dto be a Nom de Guerre taken fromthe 
Grecian Poste/s's, who as we are told won the Prize of Poetry 
four or five Times from Pindar; however thofe that fay fo, 
own her Beasty contributed much to that Advantage. There 
—avere two Corinha’s, one a Theban, who wrote Epigrams and 
Lyrick, Poems, and contended with Pindar. The fame that 
, Propertius (peaks of in his 2d Book, Elegy3. | 


Et fua cum’ antique committit fcripta Corinna. 
The ether was a Thefpian, whom fome.call alfo Corinthia. - 
Ovid gave the Name of Corinna to bis Adiftrefi, on account 
of ber Beanty and Wit. He fays.of her in another Place, 
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' ‘ 
Moverat ingenium totam cantata per urbem —s 
Nomine non vero dicta Corinna mihi. 


The God that fills him, ore. Meaning that ‘Poetick Fury 


with which Apollo infpires the Bard. Perhaps ‘tis for this 
Reafow that Ennius calls Poets. Divine, as Cicero writes in 
bis Oration for Archias. There cannot be a fixer Eloginm on 
Poets and Poefie than what Ovid writes in this Place. 

. Nor Love, nor Empire, can a Partner bear, °7és 4 fort 
ef Proverb, which Lucan iz his 1ft Book expreffes thus: 





Omnifque Poteftas | | 
Impatiens Confortis erit.—— ee 


Bar but your Gate. All this is very gallant. In fome Edi- 


tions ’tis Claude Fores, and in others, Obde Forem, both ° 


good alike. But what follows is not fo, for inftead of dicat 


tibi janitor ore, st muff be read dicat nobis janitor, ec. Ac. 


cording ta Merula’s and others Interpretation, the Porter fbould 
hinder: the Husband. But this Verfion renders it better, ma 
king the Advice general; and we underfiand by it, the La- 
dies muft keep aut both Lovers and Husband to raife their Paf- 
"fiom, apt to be cloy’d when Admittance is too cafe. =. 
Tho’ free as Thais, &c. He alludes to the Thais of Te- 
rence in his Eunuch, where fhe makes as if fhe had driven 
Pheedria ont of Doors to receive one Pamphila, whom Thrafo 
brought her, Thais was a Name given to all fort of We- 
men of a lewd Charatter, who however affect Difcretion. 
Tho’ ftuck with -drges’ Eyes, gc. The Fable of Argus 
| has been fpoken of before, he had 100 Eyes, and kept lo from 
Jupiter by Juno's Order ; for which Mercury kilfd bim by 
command of his Father ape To make him amends, Juno 
rurn'd him into a Peatock, and plac’d his Eyes in the Tail. 
New Milk, gc. Ovid fhews feveral ways to write Let 
ters, fo that the Writing may nat be perceiv’d; as Spires of 
7 s green 
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green Flax, or writing on the Maid’s Back, But upon what — 
did they write with Milk, &c. The Poet fays, Pro charta - 
confcia tergum, which muft be fomething that comes near nr 
Paper. : A Note has been already made, p. 93. on this Charta. 
Acrifius, gc. Father of Danae, whofe Story is told be- 
ore. | ‘ | a 
' Or in the Circus, &c. In the firft and fecond Books, e- 
pes faid of Affiznations in the Circus, in His Temple, and 
Cybelles. - to a 
aie with Wine, gc. Ovid fays Spanifh Wine, and — 
Some take it to be. the good, others the bad, for there were of 
both forts ; the bad was that of Catalonia, call’d Fex Laleta» 
“Ma, as we may read in Martial, Book 1. Epigram26. A cau- 
pone tibi fex laletana petatur. The good Sparifh Wine, accord~ 
ing to Pliny, was of the growth of Lufitania, Terragona and 
Balearica. Jn owr Times there's alfa good Wine made in Cata- 
Jonia, known by the Name of Barcelona Wine, and by other 
Names of Places near which the Vineyards are. OO 
And for the Lewnian Ladies, gc. Alluding to thofé 
wicked Women, who rofe againft the Aden, and did not {pare 
their own Husbands, | a | 
_ Let Procris Fate. The Poet here defcribes at large the Ta- 
ble of Procris and Cephalus, of which he alfo (peaks in the 7th ° 
Book of bis Adetamorphofes; fhe was, as he tells us there, the 
Daughter of Erittheus, King, of Athens. ) . 
Fragrant Myrtles, gc. Black Adyrtle, ’Twas dedicated to 
Venus. Cato makes mention of three Sorts, White, Black, 
and 4 third which he ‘calls Conjugal, -becaufe ’twas dedicated 
for the Ceremonies of Marriage. | | 
And Cytiffus, &c. "Tis a Shrub which fattens Sheep, and 
Horfes prefer it to other Grains it took, its Name from one of 
the Cyclades, where it grew in abundance. | 
. Come, gentle dura, &c. This ts a fort of a Song, and is 
sell render’d, as it is in the Original, on account of the don- 
ble Meaning Procris might rane it in, either with refpett to 
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her felf or the Air. Cephalus peaks it. He was the Son of 
Mercury, sf ’tis the fame that Ovid mentions in his Meta- 
morphofes, as the Son of Eolus. Strabo writes, he was the 
Son of Dioneus, as does Hyginus in the 241 ft Fable.’ Mer- 
cury was fometimes call’d Dioneus; the Z/land Cephalenia — 
was fo nam'd from him. Dioneus -was King of Phacis, and ~ 
his Son Cephalus marry'd Procris, but was carry'd awa by 
Aurora, who fell in Love with bim. She could not prevast 
upon bine to Care[s her; ‘yet Procris was very jealous-of hims 
and contriving to watch him as he return'd from Hunting, hid 
her felf in the Bufbes; Cephalus /uppofing it had been a Deers- 
fhot his Dart at it, and killd his Wife unawares. ss 
- Bacchanalian Fury. The Priefteffes and Priefts of Bacchus, 
who celebrated the Feftival of that Gad, did st with the Noifé 
of Shouts, Drums, Timbrels and Cymbals, were crown'd with 
Ivy, Vine, &c. and carry’da Thyrfus or Staff weav'd with 
it in their Hands; they were frantick and ontragious in their 
Aliions during this Ceremony. as 7 ae 
Her Purple Swans anyored, cc. To fhew that he treats of 
Love-Affairs, reprefented by the Swans that are [aid to_draw 
Venus’s Car fometimes ; tho’ Doves are oftneft harneft on this 
’ Occafion, -Asto Swans, Ovid obferves in his’ Meramorphofes 
that they were put to this ufe. : 


Vecta levi curru medias Cytherea per auras, 
_Cypron Olorinis sondum penetraverit alis, 


And Statius, 

.  Amycleos ad frena citavit olores, ; 
| They were alfo dedicated to Apollo, who is the proper God of 

- Poefe; fo that Ovid, as both a Poet and a Lover, might have 

the Privilege to put Swans to bts Car, as Emblems of his bea - 


ing conducted by Venus and Apollo. Having finifb’d his 
Work, be unyoakes, and lets them take their Reft. 
= : _ | Thus, © 


~ - 


~*~ : 
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_ Thus, with impartial Care, cc. The Reader has now gone 
throngh the Art of Love, and ’tis hop'd he has found nothing 
to foock him. He may look pon this Book, as a Hiftery of 
the Manners and Cuftoms of the Antients, not to imitate them, 
but fee Ovid's fine Sentiments, his Eloquence, and fruitful In- 
vention, which makes him {peak agreeably of every things 
While Men and Maids. Hinting again that he wrote for 
both Sexes, and claims of both, if they (ucceed in their Loves, 
that they foould put this Infcription on the Trophy of their Vi- 
étory, Nafo Magifter erat. We fee Ovid made no fcrnple of 
calling himfelf Nafo, though ‘twas a Name of Diftinttion given 
him for his grear Nofe, but perbaps not a Name of Contempt, 
great.Nofes being more a Beauty among the Romans than in 
onr. Times, | | 
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F-AHE Title of this Book, when Cupid fpy’d, 
T Treafon! a Plot againt our State! he cry ‘d. 
Why fhould you thus your loyal Poet wrong, 
| Who i in your War has ferv'd fo well and om? > 
So Savage and Ill-bred I ne'er can prove, j 


Like Diomede, to wound the Queen of Love. 


7 


- Others : 
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Others by Fits have felt your: ami’rous Flame; 


‘A ftill have been, and {till your Martyr ams | 





Rules for your Vor rys I did late impart, — 

Refining Paflion, and made Love an Art. ' 10 
Nor do I now, of that or thee take Leave, | 

| . Nor do’s the Mufe her former Web. unweave. . 

Let him, who loves where Love Succefs may find, | 

Spread all his Sails before the. .profp’rous Wind; 

But let poor month who Female Scorn endures 1§ 

And hopelefs bua: repair to me for Cure: 

For why fhould any worthy Youth deftroy 

Himfelf; becaufe fome worthlefs Nymph is coy > - 

Love fhould be Nature's Friend; let Hemp and Steel 

Hangmen and Heroés ufe, whofe Trade’s to kill. 20° 

_ Where fatal i it would proves let Paflion ceafes 
Nor Love deftroy, who fhould our Race encreafe. 

~ AChild you are, and like a Child fhould plays 

| And, gentle as your — fhould be your Sway. 


. Keen 
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Keen Arrows, and to wound the hardeft Hea rts, a5 





You ‘are permitted—but no mortal Darts. 

Let your Step-Father Mars, on Sword and Spear, _ 

The Crimfon ftains of cruel Conqueft wear : 

. You fhould your Mother's milder Laws obferve, | 
Who ne'er did Childlefs Parent's Curfe deferve. 30 

Or if you mutt employ your wanton Pow’r, _ 

Teach Youths by Night to force their Miftrefs’ Door : 

How Lovers fafe and fecretly may meet, . 

And fubtle Wives the cautious Husband cheat. 

Let now th’ excluded Youth the Gate carefs, 35 

A thoufand wheadling foothing Plaints exprefss 

Then.on th’ ill-natur’d Timber vent his Spight, 

' And to fome doleful Tune weep out the Night. . 


Love’s Torch, defign’d to kindle kind Defire,- 40 


For Tears, not Blood, Love’s Altar sie | 
Mutt feem’d profan’d, to light a F un’ral Fire. 


—_ : _ Thus 
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Thus I.—The God his purple Wings difplay’d, 
And, Forward, finiflo your Defign, he faid. 
To me, ye injur’d Youths, for Help repair, 





Who hopelefs languith for fome cruel F° airs 45 

Ill now unteach the Art I taught before, 

The Hand that wounded thall your Health reftore. 

- One Soik can Herbs.and poys'nous Weeds difclofe; 

The Nettle oft is Neighbour to the Rofe. 

Such was the Cure th’ Arcadian Hero founds 50 | 

The Pelian Spear, that wounded, made ‘him found. 

But know, the Rules that I to Men prefcribe, — | 

“In like Diftrefs may ferve the Female Tribe: 

And when beyond your Sphere my Methods go, 

You: may, at-leaft, infer what you. flioulddo. 45 

When Flames beyond their ufeful Bounds afpire, 

' *T is Charity to quench the threatning Fire. | 

Nine Vifits to the Shore poor Phillis made: 5 

Had l advis d, the Tenth’the fhould-have paid. 
Nor 
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WN or had Demophoon, when return'd from Sea, 60 
For his expected Bride, embrac’d a Tree. | 
| Nor Dido, from her flaming Pile, by Night, 
Difcover’d her ingrateful Ti ;ojan's Flight. | 
1 Nor had that Mother dire Revenge purfu'd, 
“Who inher Off-fpring’s Blood her Hands imbru’d. 65 
Fair Philomel, preferv’d from Tereus’ Rapes 
Wer Honour fhe had kept, and he his Shape. 
Pafiphae ne'er had felt fuch wild Defire: 
Nor Phaedra fuffer'd by inceftuous Fire. 
Let me the wanton Paris take in Hand, 
"Helen {hall be reftor’d, and Troy thall ftand. 
_ My. wholfome Precepts had lewd Sey/la read; 
‘The purple.Lock had srown on NV: Iyfus’ Head. 


Learn, Youths, from me, to curb the defp’rate Force 


pa 


Of Love; and fteer, by my Advice, your Courfe. 75 
By reading me;' you firft receiv'd your Bane 5 
_ Now, for an Antidote, read me agaitl: 


From 
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From fcornful Beauties Chains I'll fet you free, 
Confent but you to your own Liberty. | 
Phebus, thou God of Phyfick and of Verfe, — 80 
Affift the healing Numbers | rehearfes : | 
Dire& at: once my Med’cines and my Song, 
For. to wel Care both Provinces — 


- While the foft Paffion plays about your Heart, ~. , 

Before the tickling Venom turns to Smart, ie 4 

- Break then (for then you may ) the treach’rous Dart: 

Tear up the Seeds of the unrooted Ill; | 

_ While they are weak, and you have pow’r to kill. . 

Beware Delay : The tender bladed Grain, 

_ Shot up to Stalk, can ftand the Wind and Rain. go 

The ‘Tree, whofe Branches now. are grown too big 

For Hands to bend, was fet a lender Twigs 

When planted, to your flighteft Touch ‘twould yield, 
= now has fix’d Poffeffion of the Field. | 

| } ” ” & os Confider, 


r 
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Confider, eer to Love you give the Reins, 7 93 


If the's a Miftrefs worth your future-Pains. © 


- While yet in Breath, e’er yet your Nerves arebroke, | 


Caft from your gen’rous Neck the fhameful Yoke: 
Check Love’s firft Symptoms, the weak Foe furprifé, 


Who, once entrencht, will all your Arts defpife. 100 


Think, Wretch, what you hereafter muft endure, 
What certain Toil, for an uncertain Cure. : 

Slip not one Minute ; who defers to Day, | 

To Mérrow will be harden’d in Delay. | 

Tis Love's old Pradtice, fill to footh you on, 105 
Till your Difeafe gets ftrength, and ‘till your Strength 
~ Rivers {mall Fountains have, and yet we find U . oe 
Vatt Seas, of thofe {mall fountain’d Rivers j join'c 'd. 
Lockt up in Bark poor Myrrha ne’er had been; : 
Had fhe the Progrefs.of her Crime forefeen: 110 
_ But pleas'd with the foft kindling of Love's Fi ire - 


We, Day by Day; indulge the fond Defire; 
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‘Till like a Serpent it has eat its ‘wayy: one 

And uncontroul'd does, an our Entrails prey. 
Yet if the proper Seafon you have pafs'd) .- 115 

Tho’ hard the Task, I'll ufe my Skill at laft ; 

Nor fee my Patient perith by his Grief, 

Becaufe no fooner call'd to his Relief. ~ 

When Philoéteres firft receiv'd his Wound, 

The venom’d, Part cut off, had fav’d the Sound: 120 

Yet he, ew’ n after tedious ‘Years of Grief, 

Was cur'd, and brought’ the fainting Greeks Relief. 

Thus I, who charg’d you {peedy Means to ufe, 


Will nones in laft Extremities refute. 


Or try to quench the kindling Flames, or ftay 


' “Till their {pent Fury on its felf does prey. 126 


| While in its full Career, give {cope to Rage, 
And circunavent the Force you cant engage. 


L tT What 
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What Pilot woyld againtt the Current ftrive, 


} 


/ When with 4 fide Courfe he may fafely drive? 130 || 


Diftemper’d Minds, diftracted with their Grief, 
“Take all for Foes, who offer them Relief : 
But when the firft fermenting Smart is o'er, | 

_ They fuffer you to probe-the ripen’d Sore, - 


I 
\ 


a | 


aay 
\ yf 


"Tis Madnefs a fond Mother to diffuade 135 


F rom Tears, while on his Hearfe her Son is laid: 
But when Grief’s deluge can no higher. {well, 
Declining Sorrow you'll with eafe repel. 

Cures have their Times; the beft that can be try’‘d, 
Enflame the Wound, unfeas‘nably apply’d. 140 


_ If therefore you expect to find Redrefs, 
In the firft Place, take leave of Idlenefs. 
Tis this that kindled firft your fond Defire, 


‘Tis this brings Fuel to the am'rous Fire. | 


al 


i dn 
| 
| 





i 
y 
ih 
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| Bar Idlenefs, you ruin Cupid’s Game,~ - ‘145: 
- You blunt his Arrows, and you quench his Flame. 
What Wine to Plain-trees, Streams to Poplars prove, 
Marfhes to Reeds, is Idlenefs to Love. - a 
Mind Bufinefs, if your Paffion you'd deftroy, - 
Secure is he, who can himfelf employ. = ‘150 
Sleep, Drinking, Gaming, for the F oe make ways 
And to Love’s Ambufcade the roving Heart betray. 
The Slothful he feeks out, and makes his Prize 
Surely as he the Man of Bufinefs flies. 
Make Bufinefs then (no matter what) your Care; 155 
Some dear Friend’s Caufe may want you at the Bar: 
Or if your Courage tempts you to the Field, ) 
Love's wanton Arms to rough Campaigns will yield. 
Parthia freth work for Triumph does afford, 159 
Half conquer'd to your Hand, by Ce/ar’s Sword. 
Cupid’sand Parthian Darts at once o’ercome, hone: 
And to your Country’ $ Gods, bring double Trophies 
Ta Your 
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Your Sword as dreadful will to Love appear, 
As to his Mother the c Etolian Spear. 


Th adult’ rous Luft that did  Exifius feize, 165 
And brought on Murder, fprang from wanton Eafe: 





F or he the only i nla remain’d | 
At Home, when Troy’ 8 long War the reft had drein’d. 
He revell'd then at his luxurious Board, 169 

Andne’er embark'd, and ne’er unfheath’d his Sword ; 
But while the Grecians did for Glory rove, 
He wafted all his idle Hours on Love. 


| 


~. Or Country-work and Tillage can difarm 
Your am’rous Cares, for evry Grief a Charm. 174 
‘Yoke Oxen, plough the painful Field, you'll find 

- The wounded Earth will cure your Love-fick Mind. 
Then truft your Grain to the new-furrow’d Soil, 


That with large Int’reft will requite your Toil. 


Behold 
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Behold what kind Returns your Fruit+trees fend,179 | 


Down to your Hand the burden’d Branches bend. 


Behold a murm ‘ring Brook through Paftures glide, 
Behold the grazing Sheep on either fide : a 
While in the Shade, his Pipe the Shepherd tries, 
The watchful Dog his Mafter’s Care fupplies. 


| With loud Complaints another ‘Grove is fill'd, 185 
Of Heifers lowing for their Firftlings kill'd. 


What pleafure ’tis with Smoak of Yew to drive 
The murm'ring Swarm, and feize the loaden Hive. 
All Seafons friendly to the Swain are found ; 189 


Autumn with Fruit, with Harveft Summer's cro vn’d: 


. The Spring’s adorn’d with Flowers tocharm the Eye, 


_And Winter Fires the abfent Sun fupply. 


At certain times you’ll fee the Vintage full, 
And for your Wine-prefs may choice Clufters cull. 
At‘certain times you pondrous Sheafs may bind,195 
Yet for the Rake leave work enough behind 

| T 3 Th 
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In mellow Ground, your Plants no wat'ring need ; 
The thirfty you from neighb’ring Springs may feed, 
Then,Grafting,make old Stocks {prout frefh and green, 
And various Fruitson one proud Branch be feen. 200 
When once thefe Pleafures have your Mind poffeft; 
Love foon departs, like a neglected Gueft. | 
Hunt, if the dull Diftemper you'd remove : : 
Diana will too hard for Venus prove. 20k 
Through all her doubling Shifis, the Hare purfue, 
Or {fpread your Toils upon the Mountain’s Brow. 
" Ev'n when the Stag’s at Bay, provoke his Rages 
’ Or with your Spear the foaming Boar engage. a 
Thus tir’d, your Reft at Night will prove fo deep 209 
Dreams of your Miftrefs ne’er will haunt your Sleep, 
"Tis eafier work, yet ‘twill require your Care; 
_ The feather’d Game with Birdlime to enfnares 
Or elfe for Fifh your bearded Hook to bait, 
And for your Art’s Succefs with Patience wait. 214 
| Through 
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Through Sports like thefe you'll fteal into Relief, 
And while your Time you cozen, cheat your Grief. 

Or Travel, (tho’ you find your Fetters ftrong ) | 
Set out betimes ; your Journey mutt be long. a 
You'll weep at Thought of her you left behind, 
And halting, to return be oft inclin’d. 220 
But how much more unwilling to proceed, 


| Compel your Feet to-fo much greater Speed. 


.° Advance, let nothing interrupt your Way, _ 


No Wind nor Weathers nor unlucky. Day. 22h 
Nor count the Miles you've paft, but what remains - 
For loit’ring nigh no fond Pretences feign. | 
Nor reckon Times nor once look back on Rome, 
But fly; and, Parthian like, by Flight o’ercome. 

~ You'll call my Precepts hard; I grant they are: 22 9 
But for dear Health who would not Hardthip bear. 


T 4 (When. 
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_ When fick, the bitter Potion I have ta’en ; 
| And, for the Food I fancy’d, begg’d in vain. : 
Both Steel and Fire you'll patiently endure, 
And Thirft, more fcorching, for you Body’s Cure. 
Can you, who thus your earthy Part redeem, 235 


For your immortal Mind have lefs Efteem? 


When this firft Stage he manfully has run, 

The half, the worft half of his Task is done. 
Gall'd with the Yoke; at firft the Heifer draws: 240 
The Curb’s firft Trial frets the Courfer’s Jaws: 


Perhaps to leave your Father's Floufe you'll mourn; 


Yet; for my Patient’s Comfort, I muft own, 


Yet go: And think, when tempted to return, 

Your Kindred but the falfe Pretence is made; 

‘Tis Abfence from your Miftrefs does perfuade. 244 
When once fet out, Diverfions you will meet, 


Fair Country Profpects, and Companions fweet. 


Nor 
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Nor only Travel far, . but tarry longs 

Nor once look Homewards while your Paflion’s ftrong. 
Rebellious Love, if he perceives you halt, 250 
With greater Fury will renew th’ Affault. 

Half famith’d Paffion will more fiercely prey, 
‘And all i Labour paft be thrown — 


You ul think, when through iinciaiee Fields you. 
That magick Arts may yield a Cure for Love. Lrove, 
Old Tales, of Witchraft ftrange Effects rehearfes 2 56 | 
Phe only Charm I bring is facred Verte. 

By my Advice,’ no Jargon fhall be read, 

Nor Midnight Hag, blaf pheming, raife the dead; 

No ftanding Crop to other Fields fhall range, 260 


_ . No fick Eclipfe the Sun’s Complexion change ; 


Ola Tyber fhall his facred Courfe retain, : 
ae mshi, unmolefted, 4 gid her Wain. 
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No fuff’ring Heart to Spells thall be oblig’d, . 


Nor Love refign, by fulphur Streams befieg'd. 2 65 


Think on Medea of all Hopes bereft, 
When fled from Home, and by her Lover left. 
And what did Circe’s pow’rful Drugs avail, . 


When fhe beheld Ulyffes under Sail? - 269 


She try’d her Magick, Charm on Charm renew’d; 
He with a merry Gale his Courfe purfu'd: 

No Force or Skill the fatal Dart removes; _ 

- She Rave3 to find fhe Lovess—but till the Loves. 
To thoufand Shapes fhe could transform Mandkind, 


No means to change her hated felf could’ find. 275 


In thefe foft Terms, to her departing Gueft, 

Her Paffion (to detain him) was expreft. 7 

“T now no more (as when I firft receiv'd 

“‘ Thofe Hopes and you, by both alike deceiv'd) 2 79 
“ Exped that you with me fhould pafs your Life, 
“No more ambitious to be made your Wife; | 


¢ (Tho’ 


> ee 
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ei (Tho’ fure my Pedigree you cannot {corn ; 
« The Daughter of the Sun, a Goddefs born)» 


7 ct Tbue- entreat you foratimetoflay . - 284° 


“ And urge, for your. own fake, the — Delay. | 
‘¢ The Seas are rough, which you have caufe to fear; 
‘¢ Wait but a friendlier Seafon of the Year.:: | 
“© What hafte? This Ifle does no new Troy aftord,: 

“< No fecond Rhefus to employ your Sword: 289 
G Love revels here, with peaceful Myrtle crown’d,. - 
‘© And minetheonly Heart that feelsa painful Wound. 

She faid.— His Crew the {welling Sails difplay; 7 


_ That bear him and her fruitlefs Pray’rs away. __ 


_ In vain to her Enchantments fhe returns, — 294. 
Tries All, yet {till in hopelefs Flames fhe burns. 

For Circe’s fake, all Lovers I advife, | 2 
That Spells, as fenfelefs things, ~ wou'd defpite 


‘ 


The 
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The benefits of Travel I have told. 

Which, for fick Minds, the beft Relief I hold. 
But if, through Bufinefs, you muft ftill remain 300 © 
In Town, and near the Author of your Pain, 
Tho’ ‘tis a dang’rous Neighbourhood, I'll fhew 
What Methods there the Lover muft purfue. 
“He takes the wifeft Courfe, who from his Heart ) 
Does, by meer Force, wreft out th’ offenfive Dart ¢ 
Refolv’d feverely, once for alltofmart. 306 
A Mafter of fuch Courage I'll admire ; 
Such Patients will no more Advice require. 
| Who wants this Refolution to be freed 

At once, by flower Methods muft proceed. 310 
To milder Remedies Pil him dire, 
Which yet, in time, will have the with’d Effed. 
Think, ‘till the Thought your Indignation move, 
What Damage you've receiv'd, by-her you Love: 314 
: _ | How 
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How fhe has drein’d your Purfe ;, nor yet contents 
"Till your Eftate’s in coftly Prefents fpent, ¢ 
And you have mortgag’d your laft Tenement. poe 
How ‘the did fwear, and how fhe was forfworn; 
‘Nor only falfe; but treated you with Scorn: ° 
And, fince her Avarice has made you poor, 320 
Forc’d you ta take your Lodging at.her Door: 
Referv’d to you, but others fhe’ll Carefs;, 

‘The Fore-man of a Shop fhall have Accefs, — 

Let thefe Refle@ions on your Reafon win, | 
From Seeds of Anger, Hatred will begin. | 325 
Your Rhet’rick on thefe Topicks fhould be fpent. 
Oh that your Wrorigs cou’d make you Eloquent ! 
But grieve, ‘and Grief will teach you to enlarge, 
And, like an Orator, draw up the Charge. 329 


A certain Nymph did‘once my Heart encline, 
Whofe Humour wholly difagreed with mine. 
. : \ cl, ‘ 
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(I, your Phyfician, my Difeafe confefs) 

J from my own Prefcriptions found Redrefs. | 

Her ftill I reprefented ‘to my Mind, . 

With what Defects I cou’d fuppofe or find. 335 
Oh how ill-fhap’d her Legs, how thick and fhort! 
(Tho’ neater Limbs did never Nymph fupport.) 





Her Arms, faid I, how tawny brown they are! 
(Tho never Ivory Statue had fo fair.) | 
How low-of Stature ! (yet the Nymph was tall.) 340 
Oh for what coftly-Prefents will fhe call! 
What Change of Lovers! —- And, of all the reft, 
~ | found this Thought ftrike deepeft in my Breaft. 
Such thin Partitions Good and Ill divide, 
That one for t’other may be mufapply'd. | 345 
Ev’n Truth, and your own Judgments you muft ftrain, 
Thofe Blemithes you cannot find, to feign: 
Call her Blackmoor, if fhe’s but lovely Brown; 
Monfter, if plump ; if flender, Skeleton. 

: Cenfure 
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Cenfure her free Difcourfe as Confidence; 350 
Her Silenice, want of Breeding and good Senfe. .. - | 
Difcover her blind Side, and put: her ftill 
Upon the Task which the performs but ill. 
Court her to Sing,’ if fhe wants.Voice and Ear; - 
To Dance, ‘if the has neither Shape nor Air: -: 355 
If Talking misbecomes her, make het talks °° -” 
If Walking, than in Malice make-her walk.” 351 ii 
Commend ‘her Skill when on the: Lute the plays, +, 
Till Vanity her want of Skill betrays. «399 — 
Take Care, if her large Breafts offend your 7 

| No Drefs do that Deformity difguife. | 
_Ply her with merry Tales’ of what-you will, : 
To keep her laughing, if her-Teeth are ill. 
Or if Blear-ey’d,. fome tragick Story. find, | 364 
Till fhe has read and wept her felf quite Blind. : 
But one effectual Method you may take: oe 


‘Enter her Chamber, eer fhe s well awake: 
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Her Beauty’s Art; Gems, Gold, and rich Attire, ; 
| Make up the Pageant you fo much admire: 

In all that fpecious Figure which you fee, 370 
The leaft, leaft Part of her own felf is the. 

Tn vain for her you love, amidft fuch Coft, 

You fearch; the Miftrefs in the Drefs is loft. 
Take her difrob’d, her real {elf {urprize, 

Pil truft. you then, for Cure, to your own Eyes. 375 
(Yet have I known this very Rule to fail, 

And Beauty moft, when ftript of A\rt, prevail.) ‘' 
_ Steal to her Clofer, her clofe Tiring Place, . . 
While fhe makes up her artificial Face. 

~ All Colours of the Rainbow you'll difcern,, 38 
Wathes and Paints, and what you're fick to learn. 


I now fhould treat of what may pall Defire, 


And quench, in Love’s own Element, the Fire. 


~ “ot 


~ 
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(F or all Advantages you ought to make, ~~ 


And. Arms from Love’s own’ Magazine to takes) 385 - 


But Modefty forbids, at full extent, 

To profecute this lufcious Argument: 

Which, to prevent your Blufhes, I‘thall leave. 
For your own Fancy.better to conceive. | 
For fome of late cenforioutly accufe: - 390 
. My am’rous Liberty, and wanton Mute.’ 

But Envy did the Wit of Homer blame, 

Malice gave obfcure ZLoilusaName.- = 
Thus facrilegious Cenfure would deftroy «= « 
The pious Mufe, who did her Art employ _ 306 
. To fettle here, the banith’d Gods of Froy. | 

_ But you, who at my Freedom take Offence, 
Diftinguifh right, before you {peak your Senfe. 
Meonian Strains alone can War refound, 


No place is there for Love and Dalliance found. 400 


U The 
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The Tragick Stile requires a Tale diftreft, 

And Comedy fubfifts of Mirth and Jeft. 

The tender Elegy is Love’s delight, 

Which to themfelves pleas’d Miftreffes recite. 

Callimachus would do Achilles wrong ; | 405 

Cydippe were no Theme for Homer’s Song. 

What mortal Patience could endure to fee 

Thais prefenting chaft Andromache ? 

Kind Thats, (none of Vefta’s Nuns) fupplies 

My Song; with 74aés all my Bus’nefs lyes: 410 

~The Actrefs, if my Mufe performs with Art, 

You muft commend, tho’ you diflike che Part. 

Burft Envy; I’ve already got a Names. es | 

And, writing more, fhall more advance my Fame. 

Defpair not then, for, as I longer live, 415 

Each Day frefh Fuel for your Spleen fhall give. 

Thus Frame’s increafing Gale bears me on high, 

While tir’d and groveling on the Ground you lye. 
a - Soft 
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- Soft Elegy in fuch efteem Pve placd, — 


Not Vrgil more the Epick Strain has grac’d. 420 
Cenfure did us to this Digreffion force ; 


~ Now, Mufe; purfue thy interrupted Courfe. 


When firft the Nymph admits your Vifit, flay; - 
And take fome other Beauty in your Way 5 | 


More fafely thus your Paffion you may truft, 425 


When you approach her Charms with fainter Guft; 
You'll otherwife mifconftrue, for Delight, 

The Eagernefs of your own Appetite. 

Defire does All; the Grotto 's cool Retreaty | 

And thady Grove, relieve in ’ Summer’ S$ Heats 3 43 ‘ 


- Warm Fires in Winter: Thirft itakes Water fweet. 


- Now is the ‘Time your “Artifice to try; 
A& not {6 much-the Lover-as the Spy ; 
: : e : : a 


U2. . For 
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For Vanity makes all the Fair prefume - 
There’s nothing which their Charmscan misbecome: _ 
Take this Occafion her Defects to find, | 436: 
When you can fix ’em deeply in your Mind; 

In the dull Minute of your Difcontents, 

(The penfive Mood when fated Love repents, ) 

To your fick Thoughts her Blemifhes difplay, 440 
And, for Averfion, by thofe means make way. 
Thefe Helps you'll fay are trivial; I confefs, 

Singly they are, but join’d will have Succefs. 

By one {mall Viper’s Bite an Ox is kill’d; 

‘The Foreft Boar by a lefs Dog is held. 4AS 
Unite my Precepts, if a-part they fail, 

And by refiftlefs Number you'll prevail. 


~ But diff’rent Minds for diff’rent Methods call, 
Nor what Cures moft, will have Effed on all. 


Ev’n 
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Ev’n that which makes another's Flame expire, 45c 
Perhaps may prove but Fuel to your Fire. 

For one, difgufted with the Nymph’s Undrefs, 
Grows cold, and weary of her warm Carefs. 
Another from his wanton Miftre(s flies, 

When he his Rival’s recent Raptures {pies 455 
Like warm Defire! And he but little loves, 
Whom ev'ry Trifle fhocks, and nothing moves. 

To thofe I write, (for my Advice they need) 

Who hardy Paffion can unbaulk'd proceed. 

What think you of that Lover, who could lye . 460 
Conceal’d, to fee what Cuftom mutt deny. 

I to no fuch undecent means dirett, - “a 


- Not to be praétis’d, tho’ of fure Effect. 


If to Excefs you find your Paffion rife, 
I would, at once, two Miftreffes advife. »-46 


U3 Divided 
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Divided Care will give your Mind relief; 
What nourifh’d One, may ftarve the Twins of Grief. 





Large Rivers, drain’d in many Streams, grow dry: 
With-draw its Fuel, and the Flame will die. 
What Ship can fafely with one Anchor ride> 470 
. With fev'ral Cables the can brave the Tide. 7 
Who can at once two Paflions entertain, 
May free himfelf at Will from either Chain. © 
If treated Ill by her whom you adore, 
A kinder Nymph your Freedom muft reftore. 475 - 
No fooner Minos did fair Procris view, 
But Scandal on Pafiphae's Fame he threw. 
From his firft Charmer foon Alcmeon fled, 
Callirhe once admitted to his Bed. | 
Ocnone ftill had Paris Miftrefs been, 480 
Had Paris fairer Helen never {een. 
So Progne’s Beauty, tho’ a Wife, endear’d 
Her Tereus, *till Philomel appear'd. 

: But 
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But I too long on dry Examples dwell: 
Some new Defire your former muft expel. 485 
A fruitful Mother with one Child can part, 
(The reft furviving to fupport her Heart :) 
— But fhe’s impatiently of oné bereft, 

Who has, alas! no fecond Comfort left. 
But left you think that I new. Laws decree, - 490 
(Tho’ proud'of the Invention I could be) ‘ 
The fame long firice wile Agememnon faw ; 
(What faw Sie: nofy who held all Greece in Awe?) — 
The beauteous Captive to himfelf he kept; 
Her Father fondly .for his Daughter wept. 4.95, 
Why doft thou. grieve, oldSot > thy Daughter’s bleft, 
A royal Whore.—But (to aflwage the P cft) 
When with his Miftrefs he:was forc’d to part, 
| ‘The prudent Prince ne’er laid the Lofs to Heart. | 
Achilles keeps as fair a Lats as thes _- 5007 
Their Form, their very Names almoft agree. _ 

| Us, Let 
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Let him, faid he, refign her by Confent, 





Or he fhall feel my:Kingly Power's Extent. 

If to my Subjeds this fhall give Offence, 

The Name of Monarch is avain Pretence. §O§ 
Rather then Reign, :and-have my Love confin’d, 
My Throne hhall to Therfites be refign’d. 

He faid, and, for a charming Miftrefs loft, 
Repair'd his Suff’rings:at another's coft. 

Do you this Royal Prefident purfue, | 510 
And quench your former Paffion by a New. - 


If you're a Stranger to the Sex, inquire — 
Where you may find a Miftrefs to admtire. 
To learn their Haunts my Books of Love perufe, 
Where from a Swarm of Beauties you: may chufe. 
But if my Precepts have the leaft Pretence 516 
To Truth, and if I {peak Apollo's Senfe, 
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Tho’ « £tna’s Fires within your Bofom glow; 
Diffemblé, and appear more cold than Snow.. 
In fpite of Torture, ftill from Tears refrain; 520 
Laugh when yot: have moft reafon to complain. 
Nor do I fuch fevere Commands impart, . _ 

At once to bid you tear her from your Heart ; 
‘But Counterfeit: You'll prove, in the Event, 

‘That carelefs Lover whom you reprefent. «525 
Oft when the. merry Round I would not keep, 

I've feem’d ta'Nod, and, feeming, fall’n Afleep,. 

I've laught at him who fool’d away his Heart, 
Diffembling Paflion, ‘till he felt the Smart. 

Love comes by ufe; difufe will Love expel : 530 


Learn to feign Health, and-you will foan be well, 


If the has bid you come, and fix’d the Night, 
Tho’ fure'that the to mock you did invite, 


Yet .- 
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: Yet 80; and if you find the Door faft lock’d, | 
Endure the Difappointment ; be not fhock’d, — 535 





Nor curfe the Gate, nor fond Entreaties make, 
Nor on the Threfhold a hard Lodging take: 
And when you fee her next, Complaints forbear, 
Nor in your Looks the leaft Refentment wear. _ 
Her Pride will ftoop, and give your feign’d Neglea, 
What fhe. deny’d to your fincere Refped. 541 
Nor ist enough your Miftrefs thus to cheat, 
_ You on your felf muft put the fame Deceit 
Acquaint not your own Thoughts with the Defign, 
Till the Work’s done, and you have fprung the Mine. 
For elfe ‘tis odds, but Nature in your Heart 546 
Will Faction, raife, and take your Miftrefs part. 
What you- propofe will foon effected be; 
_ Your Progrefs fure, if made with Secrecy. 
Conceal your Nets; if they are fpread in fight, 540 
The Bird you meant to take, you'll only fright. 

| Nor 
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Nor fuffer her you love, fo much to prize. 
Her Charming felf, that fhe may you defpife. 
Take Courage, confcious of your-Merit feem; | 
| And worthy you'll appear of her Efteem. 555 
Ev’n then when you her Door wide open fpy, - 
; Nay, tho’ call’d in, yet pafs regardlefs by. 

She'll offer you her Bed; refute to take 

The Favour, or a doubtful Anfwer make. 

Let Wifdom once but teach you to abftain —- 560 
_ From what you with, you may your With obtain. 

- Perhaps at my fevere Advice you'll ftart,, a 

- But know; [ad a Reconciler’s part. — 

Difeafes in a thoufand Forms are rang‘d; 

As Tempers vary, Med’cines muft be chang’d. 565 ' 
Some Bodies mutt a fharp long Courfe endure, - 
_ A fingle Drug on others. works a Cure. | 


If 
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If your foft Nature yield to Cupid's Stroke, 





And Strength is wanting to reje& his Yoke; © 
Forbear againft the Wind and Tide to ftrive, 570 | 
-Slacken your Sail, and with the Current drive. 
For firft the raging Thirft in which you fry — 
Mutt be affwag’d, efer other means you try; 
‘Drink freely then; nor can you fafely truft 
To Satisfaction, drink ev'n to Difguft.. 575 
Vifit your Miftrefs, keep her in your Sight, 
Lock’d up all Day, and in your Arms all Night. 

- Still fit at Board, tho? Appetite decay, 

And, tho’ you find you could be abfent, ftay ; 
Indulge Defirey ‘till your Defires are cloy'd; 580 
And 7 by too much oor is aii ak | 


Ev'n Fear with Paffion will fome Minds ini 


oe Diftratt, and be will retire. 


= ee 
> 
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- Who fears fome Rival fhould his Miftrefs gain, 


~ Machaon’s Skill can fearce relieve his Pain. $85 - 


- Since no fond Mother for her darling Son 


° Feels greater Pangs, when to the Wars he’s gone. 


Near the Sz/arian Gate a Temple’s plac’ds. ~*~ 
With Eurycinian Venus’ Worlhip grac’ds - 
‘Tis there Lethean Love cures Love's Defire, $90. 
Bedews his Lamps, and Water blends with Fires.” 
: There {weet Forgetfulnefs griev’d Lovers firid,, a 
And in jur'd Nymphs, whofe Husbands prove unkind: 
| There in a Vifion, (if a Vifion ‘twere) | 
' [heard the Cupid {peak, or feem’d to hear. » 595. 
O thou who doft fometimes teach Youths to love, 
Then Rules prefcribe their Paffion to remove: ' 
One powexful Precept more let me impart, 


Unknown to you, a Mafter in the Art. 


Bid 
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_ Bid him who loves, and ‘would Love's Yoke rejed, 
On his own Life’s Misfortunes oft to refle&': — 601 
For all have Croffes, "tts the common Lot. ° 





Let him, who deeply into Debt is got, = 
Think on a Goal, and how he fhall fuftain. 
Confinement, more fevere than Cupid's Chain. 605 
Let him, who ferves a rigid Father’s Will, — 

And fees his filial Duty treated ill, 

(Whate’er Succefs in other things he find) ° 
Keep ftill his Father's angry Looks in Mind. | 

Let him who has that double Curle of Life, 610 
At once a Shrew and Beggar to his Wife, 
Inftead of Gallantry abroad, contrive © 
Domeftick Famine from his Door to drive. 


You that are Mafter of a gen’rous Soil; — 
Look to your Vines; employ your careful T oil, ‘ 


Left fudden Frofts the hopeful Vintage fpoil. 


One 


oy « 


- Let him imagine Storms, his Ship unfound, - | 
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- One has a trading Veffel homeward bound ; 


Coaft 


 Bulg'd, founder'd, wreck’d, and more, fomebarb’rous 


Enrich’d with the dear Cargo he haé loft. 620 
Fear for your Son, who ferves in the Campaign, _ 


_ And for your Daughter be in greater Pain. 


For mortifying Cares you need not roam, — 

By thoufands they will throng to you at home. © 
If, Parcs, Helei’s Charnis you would abhor, 625 
Behold your Brothers welting in their Gore. 


_ Thus fpake the God, ‘till from my Fancy’s View | 


His youthful Form; Sleep from my Eyes, withdrew. 
What fhall I do, my Patsmuras gone, | 
And left to fteer through untry’d Seas alone? 630 


But Solitude miuft never be allow’d 5 


A Lover’s ne’er fo fafe as in a Crowd. | 


For 





- For private Places private Grief encreafe, 

What haunts you there, in Company will ceafe. 

_ If to the gloomy Defart you repair, - 634. 

Your Miftrefg angry Form will meet you there. 

What makes the Night lefs chearful then the Day> _ 

Your Griefs are prefent, and your Friends away. 

Nor fhun Difcourfe, nor make your Houfe a Cell 5 | 

Defpair and Darknefs ftill together dwell. 640 

To comfort you, fome Pylades admit, 

Which is of Friendthip the chief Benefit. 

To Death’s cold Arms what made poor Philiss fly? 

"Twas lefs her Grief, than want of Company. | 

Wild as a Bacchanal, her Way fhetook,- - 64 

With Hair dithevell'd, and diftrated Look 3 

Far out to Sea fhe cafts her prying Eyes; 

Now ftretch’d upon the fandy Beach the lyes: 

Faithlefs Demophoon ! to deaf Waves fhe cry’dy 

While Sighs: her interrupted Words divide. 6 50 
| Hard 
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Hard by a lonefome Tree its Shadow caft, 

As if for folitary Mifchief plac’d: | 
"Twas now her ninth fad Vifit to the Shores 
No Sail appears, and the'll expe& no more: 

| Her Nuptial Girdle round her Wafte was ty’d, 655. 
_ Juft o'er her Head a ftretching Bough fhe fpy'd; > 

. She offers, and flies back, dreads what the dares; 

; And, thus confus‘d, the fatal Knot prepares. 

Now, wretched Philés, while this Deed was done, 
I could have with’d thou hadft not been alone. 660 
. Let difappointed Lovers warning take 

_ By thee, and never Company forfake. 


But while Society I do prefcribe, 
I mean not thofe of your own fighing Tribe: 
For nothing fure can fo 1 injurious be 665 


To one in Love, as Lovers company. 


x . * &. 
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A Patient, who my Orders did obey, 





And to his Cure was in a hopeful Way, 
_ By keeping Lovers company one Night, 
Relapsd, beyond my Skill to fet him right. 678 

Such dang’rous Neighbourhood you muft avoid: — 
_A Flock’s by one contagious Sheep deftroy’d. 

If Health you’d keep; fhun thofe who are unfound; 
By loeking on fore Eyes, our own we wound; 
Dry Lands are oft by neighb’ring Rivers drown’d. 
Love's Peft allows no fafety but in Flight, 676 
And the infected, to infe@, delight. 

Another, who quite through his Courfe had gone, | 
By living near his Miftrefs was undone. | 
Rafhly his Strength, e’er well confirm’d, he tries, ( 
Too weak to and th’Encounter of her Eyes. 681. 
She meets, and conquers with one fingle View, 
And all his frefh-skin’d Wounds guth forth a-new. | 

| | To. 
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To fave your Houfe from neighb’ring Fire is hard, - 
Diftance from Danger is the fureft Guard. 685 
Avoid your Miftrefs’ Walks, and ev'n forbear 
The civil Offices you paid to her. 

Change all your Meafures, new Affairs purfue; 
Find out (if poflible) a World that’s New.. | 

A Table f{pread in View gives Appetite ; 699 
To fee a gufhing Rill does, Thirft excite. — | 
To leap their Females in a neighb’ring Plain, 
Your Bull will break his Fence, your Steed his Rein. 
Nor is't enough to quit the Nymph, but you 
Muft to her Friends and Kindred bid adieu; 695 
' Nor to your Sight admit the Page or Maid, 

By whom the tender Billet-Deux's convey’d- 

And, tho’ impatient, ftifle your Defire ; 

' Nor of her Health, nor what the does, enquire. 


Xs eS Ev'a 
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Ev'n you who powerful Reafons can aflign, 700 
That "twas Ill-treatment made your I Love decline, 
Forbear Complaints, and no Inveétives makes 
By {cornful Silence, beft Revenge you'll take. | 
Bury your Paflion in a fpeechlefs Grave, 

Defift from Love, but do not {ay you have. 70§ 
If over-much you boaft, the Symptom’ sill; 
Who always crys, I've done with Love, loves ftill. 


To make fure Work, quench leifurely the Fire 5 
| He’ s fafe, who can by jutt Degrees retire. 
A Torrent S fwift, a Stream does gently glide, 710 
But thar’ sa fhort, and this a lafting Tide ; 
That Love mutt irrecoverably decay, 


Which does by Atoms waite it felf away. 


' Yets 
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a Yet, ev'n Humanity muft needs abhor, 
_ Thaty you 'thould hate the Nymph you did adore. 715 
For he difcovers a meer brutal Mind, 
Whote Love to Enmity the way confin’d. 
A gentle Cure is what I recommend; 

For he whofe Paflion can in Hatred end, 
As foon may to ‘his firft Defire returns 72 ) 
His Fire does full beneath the beabers, burn, 

To fee two Lovers at outragious Odds, 

Is Scandal and Offence to Men and Gods. 

“Many have rail’d, and yet been reconcil’d, 

That Minute they their Miftreffes revild. 72 5 
Others I've known, who parting without. ftrife, 
Have fairly taken leave—but ta’en for Life. 


A Nymph but lately palling in ‘her Chair, = 
Met with her Lovers (I by chiiice was there) 
He ftorm’d, and with Reproaches fill’d the Air. 
’ X 3 pt 
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At laft, Come forth thou Harlot, come, hecry'’d; 731 
She came; at fight of her his Tongue was ty’d. 





The Writings in his Hand he flings away, 
Runs to her Arms; and has but pow’r to fay, ¢ 
Lou've Conquer’d, and no more I'l Difobey. 735 


| Let her the Prefents you - fent retain, 
And to a lefs prefer the greater Gain. 
Weigh the Advantage by that Lofs you reap, 
And think the Purchafe of your Freedom cheap. 


If to her Prefence you by chance are driv'n, 740 
Streight recollect the Precepts I have giv'n. - 
Since with your Amazon you mutt engages 
, To whet your Courage, mutter all your Rage. 
Think on your Rival inher Chamber kept, 

While you, excluded, on her Threfhgld flept. 745 


How 
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How falfely the has treated you; and then 


More falfely fworn, to draw you in again. » 


Study no Drefs when fhe is to be feen, 

. But wear your Garments carelefs as your Mien. 

Or if the Sparkifh Mode your Fancy feize, 750 
Take care it be fome other Nymph to pleafe. 


_ What moft retards your Cure, I'll now reveal, 
And to your own Experience dare appeal; 

Hoping to be at laft belov’d, (tho’ vain 

. Thofe Hopes) we linger, and indulge our Pain. 755 
T’our own Defects, through Self-opinion blind, 


We wonder how the Fair can be unkind. 


Ne'er think that what the fays or fwears is true 3 


She fears the Gods no more than fhe fears you. 


X 4 a Nor 
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Nor truft her Tears, tho’ plenteous Tears diftil ; 
Their Eyes are difciplin’d to weep at will. 761 





With various Arts they ftorm a Lover's Mind, 
Like fome bleak Rock, expos'd to Waves and Wind. 


Nourifh the juft Refentments in your Heart, 
But ne'er declare the Reafon why you: part. 765 | 
For, tax’d with Crimes,. fhe'll plead her Innocence; 
And you'll too much incline to her Defence. 
Contraé th’ Indi@ment; {pinning out the Charge, 
But fhows you'd have her clear her felf at /arge: 


_ Nor yet abruptly fhould you leave the Fair, 770 
| And, like Ulyffes, drive them.to Defpair: | | | 
To no fuch violent Methods Pll advife, 
Nor aid a Lover, while his Miftrefs dies, 
I mean not Cupid's purple Wings to clips 
Nor break his Bow, or feather’d Arrows ftrip. 775 
| : ~The 
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The Counfels that I give are juft and true, 

Do you as faithfally my Rules:purfue: 

Phebus, to thee, ence more for Aid [ run; 

_Affift me, as: thou haft already done. 

He comes,. he cowiess. he'll inftantly appear, 780. 
His Quiver, and his founditie Harp Thea, ¢ 
Both Signs moft-cértain, that the ‘God is-near, +> 


Compare your baftard Searlet witli the right, — 
The diff'rence will appear, th’ oth are bright. 
Your Charmer fo by firftrateé Beauties place, 
And:her Defetts, by brighter‘Luftre trace. 

» ‘Pallas was tall and graceful, fternly Fair, 

"And Funo:carry'd a majeftick Air; 

Singly they pleas'd; and ‘by each other: charm’d, 
But. both by Venus’ Prefence were difarm’d. 790° 


Nor 
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‘ Nor Manhood yet muft you fo far difgrace 

As to become the Vaffal of a Face, 

Nor to meer Beauty your Devotion pay ; 

Her Breeding, Humour, and her Manners weigh: 
But in the Scale of an impartial Mind, 195 
Or Inclination will your Judgment blind. 


What more I have to fay, will lye compriz'd 
In little Room, but muft nat be defpis’d, — 
Thofe fhort Receipts have Cures on many done, 
And, of that Number, I my felfam one. | 800 


The Letters fent you, when your Nymph waskind, | 
Revife not, for they’ll fhake your conftant Mind : - 


Be this the Fun’ral Pile of my Defire ; 
Perifa, my Love: in this juft Flame expire. 805 
Althes 


| But fay, when you commit them to the Fire, 


| 


| 


7: 


Remedy of Love. 317. 


a] ‘ , ; : 


Althea burnt the fatal Brand, and knew, 

The Brand confuming, her own Son fhe flew. 

Can you, whofe Kindnefs had a worfe Return, 
Repine, a few deceitful Words to burn? 

Nos make a total Sacrifice, nor {pare $10 


The very Seal. that does her Image bear. 


From all fuch Places too you muft remove, 
As ever have been confcious to your Love. 
You'll fay, (and grieve to think thofe Joys are fled) 
This was th’ Apartment, this the happy Bed! 815 


~The dear Remembrance will renew Defire, 


And to frefh Blaze blow up the fleeping Fire. 


The Greeks could with t’ have fhun'd th’ Exbean Coaft, 


And vengeful Fire, by which their Fleet was loft. 
Wife Sailors tack, when Scy//a’s Rock they {py ; 820 
So you fhould from your Miftrefs’ Dwelling fly. 


There 
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There ftands thé Rock; on which yout fplit before, 


Imaginé there you hear Charybdis roar. 


But Chance it félf foineeinaes stiay fland your Brieid, 
And give your Griefg ah unexpected End. 825. 
Had Phedra's Wealtli to Poverty déclin’ d, 

She never for Hyppolitus had pin’d. | 

Or weré Médea Bort a rural Maid, 

No faithlefs F4/éu Had 'implor’d Her Aid. 

But Love in pampér'd Palaces is'bred, 30 
By Pleafuré and luxturious Riches fed. 

Not Hecale'or Irus could arrive | 

At Hymien's Joys, tlio’ lorig they’ did furvive : 

For both’ were Poor’, and Cupid ftill fhoots high, 
His Shafts above thé hiimble Cottage fly. 835 
Yet rc fevere 4 Curé i can’t approves | 
Or bid you flarvé your felf, to flarve your Love. 


7 But 
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But ne'er frequent the wanton Theatre, 
Where yain Defires in all their Pomp appear 5 
From Mufick, Dancing, and an am’rous Part, 840 
Perform’d to th” Life, how can you guard your Heart? 


Agginft my felf, I frank Confeflion make 5 

Into your Hands no am'rops Poet take, | 
Whofe Syren Mufes draw the lifYning Thropg, 
And charm them into Buin, by their Song. 845 
Callimachus firft from your fight remove, 
Banifh Philetas next; th’ are Friends to Love. 
- How oft have Seppho's Odes fet me on Fire! 
Who. can contain, that hears Anacreon’s, Lyre? 
Who reads Titullus, mutt his Paflion feel; 850 
Propertius can diffolve a Heart of Steel: - 
Nor Gallus fails the coldeft Breaft to warm, 
And ev’n my Mufe has found the Art to charm. 

| | But 


220 OVID’s. 





But if Apollo, who conducts my Song, 

~ Secures me in this point from guefling Wrong; 855 
The Pain with which moft fenfibly y’are greiv'd, 
Ison th’ Account of Jealoufie conceiv’d. : 

No fear of Rivals mutt your Heart torment s | 


For; true or falfe, yet, for your own Content, 


At leaft perfuade your felf that you have none; 860. 


And that the harmlefs Creature fleeps alone. 
Oreftes ne'er could find his Nymph had Charms, — 
‘Till he beheld her in another’s Arms. - 
| Why, Menelaus, dott thou now take on? 


In Crete you long could fauntring ftay alone; (86 5 ! 


Your Lelen’s Abfence ne'er difturb’d your Reft: 
_ No fooner fled the, with her Trojan Guett, 
The Royal Cuckold raves, and he muft make - 
A ten Years War, to fetch the Harlot back. 


"Twas 
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‘Twas on this {core the fierce Achelles wept ; 870 
With Agamemnon his Brifeis flept. — 

Good Caufe to weep, the Maiden Toy was got, 

Or great Alcides was a fov'raign Sot. | 
His game of Love were Ovid to have plaid,. 

The Poet had the better Hero made. a $75 
At laft, with Gifts, he did the Lafs reftore, _ 

And that fhe was untouch’d profoundly {wore. 
“Swore by his Sceptre; —nor can that feem odd; _ 
He knew his Sceptre but a wooden God. 


O could you once arrive but to the Pow’r 880 
As, unconcern’d, to pafs your Miftrefs Door! 
Strongly r¢efolve, tho’ ne’er fo loth to ftir, 

For now’s the time to ftretch with Whip and Spur. 
Think there’s the Syren’s Den, the deadly Bay, 
Make all the Sail you can, and fcud away. 88 5 


Your 
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| Vout fond Refentment quit, and condefcend 





To take your very Rival for your Friend. 
Salute him kindly, tho’ with deep Regrets 


Embrace him, I'll pronounce your Cure compleat. 


Now to perform a true Phyfician’s part, 890 
And fhew Pm perfeét Mafter of my Art 5 


_ I will prefcyibe what Diet you fhould ufe, 


What Food you ought to take, and what refufe. 
Miufhrooms of ev'ry fort provoke Defite, 


~ §zilacious Rocket fets your Veins on Fire: «895 


T-he Plant I'd recommend is whelefome Rue, 

It clears the Sight, and does the Blood fubdue: 
But, ina Word, of all the Herbs that grows 
Take only fuch as keep the Body low. | 
If nay Opinion you would have of Wines goo 
It quenches Love, and does to Love incline. 
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A little Breath of Wind but fans the Fire, 
Whofe Flame will ina greater Blaft expire. 





In Wine you muft no Moderation keep : Ce 
- You muft not drink at all; or drink fo deepy sg 


So large a Dofe; as puts your Cares to fleep. 


Now to our Port we are arriv’d; bring down 
The jolly Wreath, our weary Barque to Crown. 
Your Grief redreft, and now a happy Throng, 909 
Ye Nymphs and Youths applaud my healing Song. 


{ 
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NOTES 


O VID’s Remedy of LOV E. 


for the-burt he did by the former; and propofes Severas 

Remedies in the Cafe of Love, fome of which are very 
good and ufeful,. as there are others very. trivial, and not 
fit to be put in Prattice. | : 

The Title of this Book, when Cupid {py’d. Ovid begins 
this Treatife as agreeably as he has done the others, and indeed 
his Invention is fo fruitful that he never wants Grace. Cu- 
pid /eems frighten'd at the very Title of it, apprehending he is 
declaring War with him. "3 
Your loyal Poet wrong. Becanfe he had before {ung Cu- 
pid’s Power and Exploits, in the three Books of the Art of 
Love, and in his three Books of Amours ; befides his Hersical 
Epiftles, where he fhews us, that no Adan ever underftood the 
Affairs of Gallantry better than himfelf. 

Like. Diomede, to wound the Queen of Love. Alluding 


T H E Aathor endeavours, inthis Treatife, to make amenas 


t0 that Paffage in Homer, where he makes Venus wounded 


Diomedes in her right Hand; fee the fifth iad. Diomedes 
the Son of Tydeus, whom Minerva had fo ftrengthen’a tht 


he was a Match fir the immortal Gods, and having giv’ this 
| ” Wowk 


| 
| 


=~ 
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Wound to Venus, fore'd her to retire back, to Heav’n as faft as 
foe could in Mars’s Chariot. 

Let your Step-Father .AZars. © The Fable of Mars and Vez 
nus being caught in the Net, is Elegantly told in the Art of 
Love; and he is call'd Love’s Father-in- Law; from his Fami- 
liarity with bis Adother Venus. 

_ A thoufand wheadling, ec. ds may be feenin the fecond 
Scene of the fecond AG of Plautus’s Curculio. 42d that Lo- 
vers fometinses rail'd at their Miftreffes, we find in Vibullus, 


. Book 1. Elegy 2. 


Janua difficilis dominz te verberet imber, cc. 


The fame may be feen by feveral Paffages in Propertius and 


: ‘Catullus. 


Such was the Cure th’ rcadian Hero found. Telephus 
King of Myfias Son of Hercules and Auge, Daughter of the 
King of Arcadia. He was call’d Telephus, from his having _ 
been nurft by a Doe in a wild Place, where he was found 
by Shepherds, who carry’d him to Corytus King of Theflaly, 
by whom he was adopted for his Son. When he was grown up 


to Man's Eftate he went Delpohs, to inquire ont his Parents of . 


the Oracle, which bid him to ge Theutras King of Myfia, 
where he fbould be inform'd of what he defir'd; he there found 
his Mother Auge. and when his Birth was known, great was 
the Foy of the Myfian Conrt, Theutras, who had no Male 


A Te, gave hiss bis Daughter Argiope in Adarriage, and left 


him his Succeffor in the Kingdom when he dy'd. The. Trojan 
War happening fome time after, the Greeks, who did not very 
well know their way to Eroy, landed in Myla, where Tele- 
phus gave them Battel, and wounded Ulyfles ; bat was him- 
Self dangeroufly wounded by Achilles: Confilting the Oracle a 
bout his Cure, he was told he could never be ‘urd unlefs he 
was again wounded in the fame Place with the fame Launce}; 
upon which he went to Gteece, whither the Grecians were re- 
turn'd, and promis'd Achilles to be his Guide to Troy if he 

Yi | world 
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would cure him; accordingly the Grecian Here did cure hin 
with the {ame Launce that gave him the Wound. Diodorus 
Siculus tells this Story in bis 5th Book, with large Circumftances. 
The Launce was call’ Pelias, from Pelion or Peleus, she Name 
of Achilles’s Father. 

Nor had Demophoon, &c. He gives feverat Inftances of 
Ladies who came to untimely Ends, thro’ their Impatience in 
their Loves. All their Stories are well known. 

Tereus Rape. He was chang’d inte a Lapwing. The Fable 
of Philomel is mention’d in the Art of Love. 

Nor Phaedra. This Story has alfo been already fpoken of; 
and that of Paris and Hellen, more than once; but Ovid here 
makes another ufe of them, and fets them as Examples to be 
found, not imitated, 

Phabus, thou God of Phyfick and of Verfe. Of Heroick 
Verfe, as Tibullus writes: Nec profunt elegi, nec Carminis 
Au@or Apollo. Pliny fays, we owe the Origin of Heroick 
Verfe toan Oracle of this Divinity 3 tho? fomse Authors inform 
us, that Phemonie Daughter of Apollo was the Inventre{s of 
its and others, that "twas Carmantay, Evander’s AZother, of 
whom mension is made in this Poct’s de Faftis, Book 1. 

Poor Myrrha ne'er had been. — The Hiftery of Myttha’s 
Paffion for her Father Cyniras,, 4s admirably related in Ovid's 
AMetamerphofes, Book,7- a 

When Philoctetes,&c. He was the Son of Pxan, ana Her- 
cules’s faithful Companion, who made him favear he would never 
difcover where he lay bury'd, and gave him his Arrows dipt 
in Hydra’s Blood. The Greeks being told by the Oracle that 
they fhould never take Troy "till they found the fatal Arrows, 
importun'd PhiloGtetes to tell them where they were hids which 

was in Hercules’s Tomb; and he difcever'd it by famping ™ 

it with his Foot, to keep himfelf from Rerjury: But he wes 

wounded in the Foot for his Prevarication, by one of thofe Ar- 

rows when he went tothe Trojan War. However Macho 
: car 
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curd hin. Ulyfles brought him te Troy, and boafted of it 
in the Speech he made to the Grecian Princes, when he deman- 
ded Achilles’s s4rms. See the 13th Book of the Metamor- 
phofes. 

Take leave of Idlenefs. 4 excellent Remedy, and the 
moft infallible in the Diftemper of Love, which is begot by Laxi- 
nefs and Effeminacy. | 

Parthia freth work, ¢rc. Meaning the Parthian War, is 
which ‘Tiberius commanded under Auguftus. 

The c£telian Spear. Diomedes’s, before mention’d. 

cL gifthas feiz'd. The Son of Thyeftes, whofe adulterous 
Love rc Clitemneftra prow’d fo fatal to her Husband Aga- 
memnon, to himfelf and her; for he having kill’'d his Coufn- 
German, King Agamemnon, and feiz'd his Kingdom and 
Wife at his Return from Troy ; -Oreltes, that King’s Son, in re- 
venge flew him, and even his own Mother, for which he was 
haunted by the Furies. me 

Or Country-work, ¢cq The Antients are almoft always 
happy in their Defcription of a Connrry Life; this is equally 
Natural and Elegant. See Virgil's 2d Georgick, 

Diana. Daughter of Jupiter and Latona, and the Godde/s 

of the Champaign Sports. : 
-  Hemonian Fields you rove. There were two Mount He- 
mus’s, one in Macedonia, reaching from the Euxine to the A- 
driatick, the other in that part of Greece call’d Theffaly, 
which was famous for poifonons Herbs, ws’d in Conjurations. 

Think on Medea. That Story has been already told. : 

And what did Circe’s, &c. - ‘Circe poifon'’d her Husband, 
the King of the Sarmate, and was therefore banifl’'d by her 
Subjetts. In her Exile. fhe came to Italy, where fhe chang’d 
Scylla by her Spells inte a Afonfter, and metamorphes’d Ulyifes's 
Companions into. feveral forts of Beafts. Ulyfles, after be 
had liv’d with her fome rime, left her. She was the Daughter 
of the Sun. | “e | | 


Ye Ne 
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No fecond Rhefis, &c. Ulyfles him/elf mentions his over- 
coming this Rhelus, ix bis Speech againft Ajax, in the 13th 
Book of the Adetamorphofes. He was King of Thrace, and 
affifted the Trojans with Cavalry, byt was defeated and flain 
by Diomedes and Ulyfles. 

My am’rous Liberty. He alludes to bis Books of the Art 
of Love, which gave Offence. 

Malice gave obfcure Zoiles a Name. Vitruvius (Lib, 7, 
de Arch.) relates of this Zoilus, that having compil’d Books a- 
gainft Homer, and read them to Ptolomy King of Egypt, the 
King made him no Reply, being difpleas’d that he fbould pre- 
fume to cenfure fo great a Poet. Zoilus afterwards being 
veduc'd to want, came to beg Relief of the fame Ptolomy, who 
thus anfiver’'d, What! have the Works of Homer, after his hae 
ving been a thoufand Years in his Grave, been able to main- 


tain millions of Men; and cannot you, who pretend your - 


felf a greater Wit than he, by your Writings maintain one? 
Zoilus fome time after-was accusd of Parricide, and ¢ruci- 
fyd according to the Execution than usa by the Antients in the 
Eaft, Almoft all Mafters in any of the Sciences have had their 
Zoilus’s: Cicero, Ovid, and even Vigil himfelf could not 
efcape them. 

The pious Mufe. He means Virgil, whois juftly admir'd 
by all that can read and underftand him. Yet this Divine 
Poet was not {par'd by the Malice of fome falfe Criticks; which 
ought to be a Comfort to {uch as do well in the Arts, when 
Envy endeavours to wound them, 


Meonian Strains. Homer was call’d Meonian, byt ’tis- 


ancertain for what reajon. 
——— Callimachus would do Achilles wrong. Who that Calli- 
machus was, has been [aid in the Notes om the third Book, of 
the Art of Love. | 
Cydippe wereno Theme, @c. Callimachus wrote 4 Poem 
on the Loves of Cydippe and Acontius, which was call'd 


Thais, 


—— ee eee 
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| Thais, 8c, -The Name of a famons Curtezan, whom Me- 
ander endeavour'd to reprefent as poffeft of all the Cunning 
and Qualifications of a Perfon of that Profefson. Propertius 
mentions her in the 6th Elegy of his zd Book. 


Turba Menandrezx fuerat nec Thaidos olim 
Tanta, in qua populus lufit Ericthonius, 


And Elegy 5, Book 1. 


Sed potius mundi Thais pretiofa Menandri 
Cum ferit aftutos comica Mecha Getas. 


There’s alfo this Title of an Epigram in Martial, The Thais of 
Menander : Ja which that Poet fays of her, 


{lec primum Juvennm lafcivos lufit amores. 
Hzc Glycere vera Thais amica fuit. 


In the third Book of Ovid's Art of Love fhe is mention’d, Ut 
fis liberior Thaide, finge metus; «isd in the laff Elegy of bis 
Amorum, Book 1. | | 


Dum fallax fervas, durus pater, improba lena, 
‘Vixerit, & meretrix blanda, Menandros erit. 


See the 13th Chap. of the 13th Book, of Atheneus concerning this 
Woman, as alfo the 5th Book, of Quintus Curtius, and Plu- 
tarch ss his. Life of Alexander. From whence “ris eafie 
to judge, that as often as the Antients make mention of Thais, 


they do not allude to Terence, but to Menander’s Comedies. 


Burft Envy, &c. 4 Fuftice which Ovid does himfelf; 
and we may fee by it, his Reputation was very well fettled, 
or he could not have {aid this with fo mach Affurance. | 

Soft Elegy in fuch efteem I’ve plac’d, 

Not Virgil, 8c. The Poet gives us to underftand, he had 
made himfelf as famous for Elegiack Verfe, as Virgil was for 
Heroick; and at the fame time that he praifes himfelf, he 


4 gives 


$ 
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gives the bigheft Commendation to Virgil. Propertius, Ti- 
bullus and Catullus, excell'd alfo in the Elegy which they 
qurote in imitation of Callimachus and Euphorion. 


N O TES on the Second Book. 


By one fmall Viper’s Bite. This is a little malicious on 
the Sex, and fhews that the leah Vice of a Miftrefs is fatal 
to a Lover. 

-T would, at once, two Miftreffes advife. For Love when 
divided is always leaf violent. This Remedy is hot, fo fure as 
"tis di fbononrable. 

No fooner A4inos did fair Procris view. Procris or Plotis, 
and not Prognis, as ’tis in fome Editions; this Procris was a ve- 
ry beautiful Woman, with whom Minos fell in Love. After 
which he turn'd off Pafiphae, who ont of Revenge or Want pro- 
frituted her [elf {candalonfly, as the Commentator on Pindar, ¢i- 
ted by Merula, sells 4s. She was the Daughter of the Sun, and 
in the Fable is famous for her falling in Love with a Bull, and 
bringing forth the Minotaur. 7 

Soon Alemaon fled. Alcmzon was the Son of Amphiaras, 
aud Brother of Amphilochus; whe endeavouring to purifie him- 

Self for the Crime he had committed in murdering his Mother 
Eriphile, came to Phegeus, Father of Alphefibza, to whom he 
gaue his Mother's fatal Chain, and marry d her. Afterwards 
going to vifit Athelous, he was enamour'd of bis Daughter 
Callirhoe; who demanding of him that precious Chain, he re- 
turn’d to Alphefibza to fetch it, but was kill’ d by her Brothers 
Timeno and Axionas, and baryd in the Acropolis of Zacyn- 
thus, ahere grew Cyprefs Trees, which they calld Virgins 
In the mean time Alphefibza, to revenge her Husband’s Death, 
kilPd her two Brothers, as Paufainas reports in his 7th Book. 
Ovid has tonch’d lightly on this Story in the 8th of his Atetas 
morphofes. | : | 

| ‘Ocnone 
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Ocnone {till had Paris’ Miftrefs been. She was the Dangh- 
ter of the River Troas, according to Apollodorus, and of 
Xauthus, according to others. Her Story ss told more at large 
in the 5th of Ovid’s Heroical Epiftles, from Oecnone to Pa- 
ris. When Hecuba,. Priam’s Wife, and Paris's Adother, was 
with Child of him, foe dream’d fhe had a Firebrand in her 
Womb, which fhowld confume Troy to Afbes. To prevent 
Priam’s making him away, Hecuba fent him to Adount Ida, to 
be bred up in the mean Condition of a Shepherd, and when 
be grew up he marryd Qenone. There he had the Vifton of 
the three naked Goddeffes, was made Arbiter of their Beauties, 
and gave the Golden Apple, upon which was written. Datur 
~ pulchriori, co Venus, who had promis’d him the faireft Womas 
in the World if he decided the Difpute in her Favour; Pallas 
_ tempted him with Wifdom, and Juso with Power, both which 
be flighted, and preferr’d Pleafsre. His Father afterwards 
coming to the Knowledge of him, and admiting him to Court, 
he from. thence went to Sparta, ftole Hellen, and Hecuba’s 
Dream prov’d bus too true | 

, So Progne’s Beauty. This Fable has heen hinted on before. 
She was the Daughter of Pandion King of Athens, and Sifter 
of Philomela; fhe marry’d Tereus King of Thrace, and un- 
derftanding by the Reprefentation of her Sifter Philomel’s AGi/- 
fortune work'd in Tapeftry, how fhe had been abus'd by her 
Husband Progne, with a Company of Bacchanals, at the Feaft 
of Bacchus, firft fet Philomel at Liberty, ber Husband ha- 
ving imprifon'd her, and then kill'd, roafted, and difl’d up 
ber Son Itys for Tereus, who wonld have killd her: But 
they were all transform'd, Tereus into a Lapwing, Progne 
into a Swallow, Philomel into a Nightingale, and Utys inte 
a Pheafant. | | 

The beauteous Captive, gc. Her Name was Aftynome, 
and her Father's Chryfes. He was Apollo’s Preift; and the 
God, to revenge the Affront offer'd him in the Perfon of bis 
Prieft, fent a Plague among the Greeks for Agamemnon’s Ra- 


vi fbing 
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vifbing her, which was not taken off *rill that King of Kings 
reftor'd the young Lady to her Father by Calchas’s advice. This 
Story is defcrib'd at large in the firft Book of Homer's Hiads, 
as ts alfo the. Rape of Brifeis, Achilles’s AGifre/s, who -was 
| fo difgufted at Agamemnon’s taking her from him, that he 
refusd vo fight, and kept himfelf clofe in his Tent; ‘till hearing 
bis Friend Patroclus, to whem he had lent his Arms, was kill’d, 
be return'd to the Battel and flay Hector. a 

My Throne thall to 7herfites be refign’d, gc. Therfites 
was the sglieft among the Greeks, a great Talker, of whom 
Homer /peaks in his 2d liad; he was One-ey’d, Hump-backd, 
and Lame. Juneval in bis eighth Satyr adds, he was alfo 


Malo pater tibi fit Therfites dummodo tu fis 
fEacide fimilis. 





And in the eleventh Satyr, 





——-Nec enim loricam pofcit Achillis 
Therfites, in qua fe traducebat Ulyffes 
Ancipitem. 


Drink freely then, ec. This is not the only Advice which 
Ovid gives, that has a little too much of Libertinifm in it ; 
but be propofes a lefs Evil to avoid a greater. 

‘Machaon, Son of AL{culapius,aed Brother to Podalirius, whe 
beth inherited the Gift of Adedicine of their Father, Homer 
wsentions them; and Cataber fays, Machaon was bill’d at the 
Siege of Troy dy Euriphilus. : 

"Near the Salarian Gate. Calfd alfo Porta Cellina in old 
Rome. 3 

Lethean Loves. Lethe, the River of Forgetfulne/s. There was 

ene in Lydia of that Name, another in Macedon, another in 
Spain, and another in Crete, 


Think 


o 
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Think on a Goal, gc. Jn the Original Qui Puteal, Janum-. 
que timet, celerefque Calendas. .- 
Who Libos Wells and the fwift Calends fears, 
He calls the Wells Puteal. Acreo pon Horace writes, “twas 


.  @place in Rome where the Pretars, Bankers and other Men of 


Bufine(s us’d to mect, But athers, that twas a Court of Fu- 
frice near the Flaminian Circus, called Libos, becaufe he was 


the firft who eretted it. Horace [peaks of it in his 19th Epi- 


file to Mecenas. 


-Forum, Putealque Libonis. 
_ Mandabo ficcis: adimam cantare feveris. 


He mentions the Puteal is the 6th Satyr of his 2a Books 
Rofcius Orator fibi adeffes ad Puteal cras. 

And Propertius, | 
Si Puteat multa cautus Vibice flagellas. 


The Poet by the fwift Calends underftands the Month of Janu- 


ary, when Creditors fwd their Debtors; and this Court was 


. near the Temple of Janus. They are called favift Calends, for 


that being Days of Payment, Debtors thought they came round 
very faft. This Thought refletts on the Extravagance of Lo- 
vers, whe {qauander away their Eftates, run in Debt, and ruin 
themfelves by their sAmours, as Horace fays, Book 1, Sa- 
ir 3. me | | 
Odifti & fugis, ut Drufonem debitor zris 
Qui, nifi cum triftes mifero venere Celandz 
Mercedem, aut nummos unde unde extricat, amaras 
Porrecto jugulo hiftorias, captivus ut, audit. | 


And at the end ef the 1d Epode, ~ 


Omnem relegit Idibus pecuniam, 
' Querit Calendis ponere. The 
= i Fo 3 ¢ -¢ 5 + ‘ 
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The firft Days of the other Months were Pay-days, as well as 
shofe of January, but not a Term fer fing: And from thefe 
Calends Auguftus ws’d to fay of any one that was infolven, 
er would not pay his Debts, He will pay at the Greek Calends, 


that is, meyer; the Greeks having no Calends, as the Romans 
bad. | 


My Palinurns gone. Palinurus was one of 7E.neas’s Compa- 


niens, and his Pilot; who falling afleep at the Helm, tumbled 
with it in his hand into the Sea, and after three Days fwim- 
ming arrivd at Port Velino in Italy, where he was robv'd 
and kill'd by the Inhabitants, For this they were feverely pla- 
gued, and having confulted Apollo’s Oracle, to appease bis 
Ghoft cenfecrated a Grove to him, and built him a Tomb on 
the next Promontory, call’d ftill by the Italians the Cape of Ps 
linurus. | | 3 ; 

To comfort you, fome Pylades admit. Pylades, Sow of 
King Strophius, and faithful Friend of Orettes, whem he 
— would have fav'd from: being facrificed to Diana, pretending 
be was Oreftes, Oreftes affirming to the contrary 3 but the ge- 
merous Strife was ended by the Prieftefi Iphigenia, who kuow- 
| ing her Brother Oreftes, both were fav’. 


Wild as a Bacchanal. 4s 4 Theban celebrating the Trietee. 


ricks, the Services that were made to Bacchus ewery three Years, 
as Servius obferves on thofe Words of the 4th Aineid, where 
Virgil fpeaks of the furious Agitations Dido was in. 
Qualis commotis excita facris 
Thyas, ubi audita ftimulant Trieterica Baccho. 
Orgia, noéturnufque vocat clamore Cithzron. 


Orgia, the Feafts and Sacrifices of Bacchus, which were com- 
monly celebrated by raving Women on the Mountains. This 
Story of Phillis azd Demephoon has been touch’d on before in 
the Art of Love, as alfo in the xd Epiftle of Ovid's Hereicks 
from Phillis to Demophoon. | 


To 
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_ To one in Love, as Lovers Company. There's 4 fort of 


| dangerous Infection init. And indeed nathing.is mere certain, 


if 
1 


than that what is bad u mere eafily commpnicated to another, 


than what is good; which the Poet juftifies by Similies, as he 


ss went tode. Juvenal /peaks af this Infebtion, in the fame 
Senfe that Ovid does. | SS 
Dedit hanc contagio labem; 

Et dabit in plures ficut grex totus in agris 

Unitus fcabie cadit, & porrigine porci. 


Muft to her Friends and Kindred bid adieu. . AZuf re- 
nounce all forts of Commerce with every thing that belongs te 
her; avhich is one of the beft Remedies againft fo contagions a 
Diftemper, but hard to be putin prattice. . 

Nor like Ulyffes, &c. He not only abandon'd Circe, but 
Calipfo Qucen of Orygia, wh had been as kind to him as 





~ Circe, | 


His Quiver and his founding Harp. The fame Mercury 
gave him, with which he vanquifh'd Marfyas, who challeng'd 
him to a Trial of Skill in Mufick, for which he was a little 
too feverely punifh’d. Apollo himfelf repenting of it, is faid 
to break the Strings of his Lyre, and, according to Diodorus, 
would not a long time make ufé of it. 

Compare your Baftard Scarlet, ¢c. The Lacedemonian 
with the Tyrian; for the Dye of Amyclea near Lacedemon 
was inferior to that of Tyre, as Pliny witneffes; Rorem pur- 
pure precipuum efle Afiz in Tyro: For fuch was the Opi- 
nion the Ancients had of it. We have noted as much before. 

Pallas, &c. Alluding to the Vifien of thofe three Geddeffes 
by Paris on AZount Ida. ae 

Alshea burnt the fatal Brand. Althea, Wife of Eneus King 
of Calydonia, and Mother of Meleager, whe hearing all her 
other Sons were kill'd in a Sedition, in a Fury flung be Brand 
into the Fire, upon which the Fate of Meleager depended, and 
then ftabb'd or hang’d ber felf. | i 

, | Q 
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‘ To have fhunn'd th’ Exbean Coaft. Nauplius King of 
Eubza and Seriphus, the Father of Palamedes, to revenge the 
Death of bis Son, fet up a Watch-light spon a Premeontory, 
which the Greeks, being overtaken in a Storm, took, for a Sige 
nel of a fafe Landing-place, and fo fell in among the Rocks, as 
Wauplius intended it: But he finding Ulyfles had efcap’d, ix 
a Rage threw himfelf into the Sea. ‘Thefe Lights are now usd 
to foew where Rocks lye, and not where there are none: 

When Scylla’s Rocks they fpy. Scylla, Dasghrer of Ni- 
fus. She was chang’d into a Rock near Charyhbdis, én the Si- 
Cilian Streights; or, as ethers fay, in the Streights of Megara: 
Bat ’tis controverted whether fhe was the fame who was me- 
ramorphos'd into a Rock. or not. There were two Scylia’s, and 
the Poets confound the Fables one with another. "Tis faid that 
Scylla, Daughter of Nifus, falling in Love with Minos, whe 
had befieg’d Megara, of which her Father was King, fhe cut off 
that Leck of Hair on which his Strength and Fortune depend- 
td; and the Cty being taken, he was turn'd into an Ojfprey. 
Minos afterwards flighting Scylla, fhe dy'd of Defpair, and 
Svas metamorphos'd into a Lark, Yet Propertius /ays other- 
wife, Elegy 4, Book 4. i 
| Quid mirum in patrios Scyllam feviffe capillos? 

Candidaque in fevos inguina verfa Canes? 


Virgil, in his 6th Eclogue, writes, - 


- Quid loquar aut Scyllam Nifi, quam fama fecuta eft 
Candida {uccin@tam latrantibus inguina monftris, 


And Ovid, in the 4th of his de Faftis, & non Nifzi naufra 
ga monftra canes. See the 11th Elegy of the 3d Book, of his 
Amorum § © | | 


Per nos Scylla patri canos furata Capillos 
Pube premit rabidos, inguinibufque canes. 


ws 


a 
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As alfe the 4th Book of his Metamorphofes. Lucretius, 
{peaking of the latter Scylla, fays, 

Aut rapidis canibus fuccinétas femimarinis 

Corporibus Scylla. 


This Scylla was the Daughter of Phareus, who, according to 
the Fable, was chang'd inte a Monfter, whofe lower Parts were 
Dogs; and the occafion of it was the dreadful Noife made by 
the Waves and Winas on that Rock, But we-fee the greateft 
of ancient Poets confound the one Fable with the other. 

You hear Charybdis roar, @c. Servius tells #s, fhe was a 
ghastonous Woman, who having frolen Hercules’s Oxen, was 
ehunderfirack by Jupiter, and thrown headlong into the Sea, 
where fhe keeps fill her natural Difpofition of devouring alt 
things. This Rock lyes over-againft Zanclea in Sicily, at the 
Entrance of the Streights of Meflina, from whence fhe is fome- 
times call'd Zanclea. Strabo writes, the Rock 1s prodigionfly 
hollow; and Propertius, /peaking of Scylla and Charybdis; 
Elegy 125. Book, 3, faysy | 

Scyllaque, & alterna fcyffa Charybdis aqua. 
And Elegy 26, Book 2, 


Crede mihi, nobis mitefcct Scylla, nec unquam 
Alternante vorans vafts Charybdis aqua. 
Seethe 34 Aineid of Virgil, Seneca’s Sih Epiftle, the 4th Book 
of Thucidydes, the 2d of Ciccro’s Pailippicks, the 4th Book 


_of Apollonius, azd Hyginus, Fable 125, Book 1. 


Not Hecale or /rus, &c. Wecale was a poor old Woman, 
who entertain’'d Thefeus at her Cottage in one of bis Enterprie 
fes; and Irus one of Penclope’s Switers, who being extreamly 
poor was almoft flarved, and fo weak, that Ulyffes knock'd 
him othe Head with his Fiff. Irus's Poverty occafion'a the 
Prowerb Iro pauperior. He is fpoken’ of in the Epiftle from 
Penelope to Ulyffes. , 2 

os ; Irus 
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_ Irs egens pecorifque Melanthius au@or edendi. 
And in his Invettive againft Ibis, — 
Qualis erat nec non fortuna binominis Iri. 
Propertius, in the 5th Elegy of his 3d Book, oppofes Crefus’s 
Wealth to Irus’s Poverty: 
Lydius Dulichio non diftat Crefus ab Iro. 
Ard Martial, 
-Cum fis tam pauper, quam nec miferabilis frus. 

From Mufick, Dancing, gc. Meaning that of the 
Mimes, where the Poffures were very debauch’d, and the Sight 
of them dangerous te Afanners. Upon which Propertius, Book 
a, Elegy 22, 

O nimis exitio nata theatra meo! 
Sive aliquis moli deducit candida geftu 
Brachia, feu varios incinit ore modos. 
Ovid, talking of the Theatres, in the 1ft Elegy of his Book, de 
Faftis, writes, 
Vi tandem fatear, ludi quoque femina prebent 
Nequitiz, tolli tota theatre jube? 
Juvenal, ix his 6th Satyr, | 
. —Cuneis an hiabent fpedtacula totis 
Quod ean ames. 
And Ovid again, in the 4th Elegy of the 2d Book, of bis As 
morum, /peaking of the dancing of the Mimes, 
Illa placet geftu, numerofque brachia ducit 
Et tenerum molli torquet ab arte lacus. 
Statits, ix the 34 Book ef his Sylve, 
Candida feu molli diducit brachia motu 
Mollia. | 
| Juvenal again, in the above-mention’ d Satyr, fays J shefe 
Dancers, 
Cher- 
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Cherronomon Ledam moli faltante Bathyllo. 

There’s an excellent Treatife of it in Lucan, ; 

Into your Hands no amorous Poet take. Soft Poems, E- 
 begies of Loue, and pleafant Songs, revive amorous Fancies, 
| and fhould be avoided. Ovid names the very Poets, whom he 
advis'd the Lovers to read in his Art of Love, as Callimachus, 
- Philetas, Tibullus, Propertius, azd Gallus; and for the fame 
Reafon that they were good then, are bad now. The Moderns 
may be allew'd to read them, becaufe there are feveral Hifto- 
rical Events to be met with in them, and not to learn their 
Sentiments. | 7 | 

Oreftes ne’er coud find his Nymph had Charms. Hermi- 
one, his Cowfin-German, Dauzhter of Menelaus and Helena, 
whom Tyndarus, Helen’s Father, marry'd to Pyrrhus, Achil- 


lus’s Son, tho’ fhe was contratted to Orettes. 

With Agamemnon, &c. Ovid calls him the Son of Pli- 
fthenes, for indeed neither he nor Menelaus were the Sons of 
Atreus, tho’ they are fo often call’d Atrides, both of them be- 
ing begot by Plifthenes, Brother of Atreus and Thyeftes, whe 
dying before his twe elder Brothers, left bis two Sons in charge 
with Atreus the eldeft, who bred them up as carefully as if 
they. had been his own Children; for which Reafon, as Mycil~ 
lus obferves, they always pafSd for fuch. 5 

He knew his Scepter, @c. “He means that of Agamem- 
non, which was made by Vulcan, who prefented it to Jupiter, 
and he gave it to Mercury, Mercury to Pelops, and ke to A- 
treus, who left it at\his Death to Thyeftes, and Thyeltes 
gave it to Agamemnon, to fhew his Royal Power in Argos, 
according to the Report of Homer in the 2d Book of his Lliads. 

Think there’s the Siren’s Den, ec. Illo Lotophagos. Jz 
the Original Lotophages, that is, Eaters of the Fruit of a 
certain Tree call'd Lotos. The Lotophages were a People of 
Africa, who, as Strabo writes, inhabited an Ifland call’d Me- 
nynge: Ulyfles’s Company having tafted of this Country Fruit, 
thought »o more of their Return, fa dexcions did they think it, 

Z - Ths 
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Thus Homer writes in his Odyfles, and alfe Silius. in his 3d 
Book, a 

Quos fucco nobilis arbor, 

Ec dulci pafcit lotos nimis hifpita Baccho. 


Pliny /ays the Lotos came from the Country of the Nazomo- 
nians wear the Syrtes, Rocks or rather Shelves on the Coats of 
Africa, The Tree was as big as a Pear-tree, and the Fruit 
about the bigne/s of a Bean, of a Saffron Colour, and extream- 
ly faveet, but it chang’d its Nature sf tran{planted into Italy. 
The Sirens are reported to fing off of this Shoar, 

Muthrooms ot every fort provoke D: fire, 

Salacious Rocket, cc. An veniet Megaris, fays the Po- 
et, which grew in the Territory of Megara. Paufanias fays 
this Province was a Part of Attica, Book 1, The Beeotians 
call'd it Megara, from Megareus the Son of Neptune, whe 
being buryd in this Place, ‘twas afterwards call'd Megara. 
The M.gareans add, that twelve Ages afier the Captivity of the 
Son of Phoroneus, Lelagus coming from Aicypt obtain'd the 
Kingdem of Megara, from whence the People were caltd Le- 
Jagi. There was a famous Fort nam'd Alcathous, from the 
_ Name of a Son of Pelops, who built it, and dy'd there. 

The jolly Wreath our weary Bark to crown. The Poet 
having. finifh’d bis Work demands atime of Reft, and to enjey 
the Glory he had deferv’d by his Labour, as the Scamen when — 
they enter’d their Port after a long Voyage; which is the fame | 
Simile Virgil makes ufe of in his iff Georgick. 

Ceu feffz, quum jam pertum tetigere carine 
Puppibus, & leti naute impofuere coronas. 
Te being the Cuftoms to adorn the Ship with Garlands on fuch 
Occafious, 
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Art of Beauty. 
“O'“NCE more,yeFair, attend your Mafter’s Song, 
| And learn what Method will your Charms 
What happy Art beft recommends the Face, Be 
What heightens Beauty ; what preferves a Grace. 
Art improves Nature; ’twas by Art we found = 5 
The vaft Advantage of the furrow’d Ground ; 

The Soil manur'd, a fruitful Harvett bore; 

Where Thorns and hungry Brambles grew before. 
By Art the Gard’ner grafts his Trees, tobear * 
A kinder Fruit, and recompence his Care, 19 


\ 


Z 2 | A 


342 OVID’s 





And ftately Monuments the Sight furprize, | 
Tho’ fordid Earth beneath the polith’d Marble lyes 
The Fleece may be with Royal Purple dy‘d, 


| A gilded Roof delights our captive Eyes, 


And India precious Ivory provide, 15 
To pleafe your Fancies, and fupply your Pride. 


When Tutius rul'd the antient Sabine Race, i: 
Then, rough, and carelefs of a handfome Face, 
‘The Women took more pains to earn their Bread 
At Plow, and Cart, than how to drefs the Head; 20 
All Day their Task the buifie Matrons ply’d, | 
Or Spinning fate, as to their Diftaffs ty‘d. | 
The Mother then at Night would fold the Sheep, 
Her little Daughter us'd’by Day to keep. | 
And when at Home would cleave out Logs of Wood, 
Or kindle up a Fire to boil their Food. | 26 


* But 
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7 But you, by Nature form’d in finer Molds, 
Mutt wrap your tender Limbs ‘in Silken Folds; 
. Wear Lawns, and Tiffue, fleep in‘Damask Beds, 29 
And with gay Knots and Wyres adorn your Heads. 
Your Ears with Pendants, Lockets on your Arms; 
Befides a thoufand other namelefs Charms. 
Nor needs this Care to pleafe a Bluth creates 
Then Men themfelves have learn’d to drefs of late: 
You are not now particular in Cloaths, 35 
The Husband and the Bridegroom both are Beaux. .— 
Drefs then, (and ‘tis no Sin to drefs with Art) 
For that’s the way to wound the Lover's Heart... 
Ev'n thofe that live remote in Country Towns, 
Will drefstheitHair with F lowers,and isCowns¢ 
And deck and prank themfelves,to pleafe the Clowns. 


7 ZS . Befides, 
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Befides, all Women take a fecret Pride 42 

In being fine, (or elfe they are bely’d;) 

For when the confcious Maid her Glafs explores, 

And finds fhe’s handfome, fhe her felf adores. <= 45 

Thus /uao’s Bird with filent Pride will raife, 

And fpread his ftarry Plumes, when-e’ er he meets 

[ with Praife. 

This =e will oblige our Sex to Love, _ 

And more than magick Herbs their Paffions move. 

Truft not to Philtres, all fuch ftuff forbear, 50 

Nor try the Venom of the luftfal Mare 5 

‘Tis all a Jeft—no Snakes by fuch a Force 

Enchanted burft, no Rivers change their Courfe : 

Nor can they make the Moon from Heav’ndefcend; 


_ Whate’er fome fuperftitious Fools pretend. = 555 


Firft learn good Breeding, that I firft advifes 
Good Carriage oft the other Wants fupplies. 
_ . | For 
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For when ill-natur'd Age fhall rudely plow 
Injurious Furrows on your wrinkled Brows 
You then perhaps may chide the tell-tale Glafs, 60 
| _ ‘That thews the frightful Ruins of your Face: — 
_ But if good Humour to the laft remain; 


Ev'n Age may pleafe, and Love his force retain. 


Now on, my Mufe; andtell ’em, when they rife, 
When downy Sleep forfakes their tender Eyes, 65 ¢ 
How they may look as fair as Morning Skies.. 
Vetches; and beaten Barley; let them take, 
| And with the Whites of Eggs a Mixture make; 5 
Then dry the precious Pafte with Sun and Wind, | 
And into Powder very gently grind. 70 
~ Get Harts-horn next, (but let it be the firft 
That Creature fheds,) and beat it well to Duft. . 

- Six Pound in all: Then mix and fift ‘em well, 
_ And think the while how fond Narcif/us fell : 
| Z 4 | ‘Six 
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Six Roots to you that penfive Flower muft yield 75 
To mingle with the reft,well bruis‘d, and cleanly pill’d. 
Two Ounces next of Gum, and Thural Seed, | 
That for the gracious Gods does Incenfe breed, 

And let ; double Share of Honey laft fucced. | 
- With this whatever Damfel paints her Face, 80 


Will need no flattering Glafs to thew a Grace. 


~ Nor fear to break the Lupine Shell in vain, 
| Take out the Seeds, then clofe it up, agains 
But do it quick, and grind both Shell and Grain; 
Six Pound of each: Take fineft Cerufe next, 85 
With Flower de Lis, and Snow of Nitre mixt: 
Thefe let fome brawny Beater ftrongly pound, 
That makes the Mortar with loud Strokes refound ¢ 
“Till juit an Ounce the Compofition’s found. | 
| Add next the Froth, of which the Halcyon builds 90 
Her floting Neft; a precious Balm it yields, 
: i That 
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That clears the Face from Freckles in a trice: 





Of this about three Ounces may fuffice. 

But e’er you ufe it, rob the labouring Bee, 

To fix the Mafs, and make the Parts agree. 95 
Then add your Nitre, but with fpecial Carey 
And take of Frankincenfe an equal fhare : 

Tho’ Frankincenfe the anery Gods appeafe, 

We muft not wafte it all theit Luxury. to pleafe. 
To this put a fmall quantity of Gum, 100 
‘With fo much Myrrh as may the reft perfume. 

Let thefe, well beat, be thro’ a Searce refin’d, 


_ And fee you keep the Honey all behind. 


A handful too of well dry’d Rofe-leaves take, 
With Frankincenfe and Sal Armoniack: 10g. 


Of Frankincenfe a double Portion ufe ; 
Then into thefe the Oil of Malt infufe. 


Thus 
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Thus in fhort time a Rofie Bluth will grace, © 
And with a thoufand Charms fupply the Face. . 
Some too, in Water, Leaves of Poppies bruife, 110 


And fpread upon their Cheeks the Purple Juice. 
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| oO CE as I lay, by heavy Sleep opprefs’d, 
With this ftrange Whym my Fancy was pol- 
I dreamt that Cupid call’d me to his Court — 
On Mount Cithera, where his Slaves refort ; 
Where Venus, Queen and Godde/s, fills the Throne, 
Her Kingdom fharing with her darling Son : 
There was I ftraight commanded to appear, 


a 
e 


By Mercury, the winged Meflenger : - 7 


“wre 
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Away I went, through ftrange and diftant Lands, 





The Coaft enquiring where Love's Palace flandss 
At laft a Crowd of Travellers I found. — 

And ask’d them whither they fo faft were bound: 
‘One, looking like a Maid, cry’d, Gentle Friend, 

To Cupid's Court our willing Steps we bend: 


Oh! where’shisCourt? faid I: The Nymph reply’d, 


High on Ccthera ftands, with tow'ring Pride, - 

A ftately Caftle, his Imperial Seat, _ 

In which he lives magnificently Great. 

Her fteps I follow’d, ‘till my eager Sights 

Reaching the Hill, found her Defeription right: 

Amazid I faw the Building large and ftrong, 

Vatt were the Domes, the Marble Turrets longs 

But Gold and Jewels hid the Maffie Stone, 

And ftretching to the Skies, with Luftre fhone: 

Saphires and Rubies mingled various Lights, 

More fparkling than the Stars in Winter Nights; 
| And 
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| 
And Phebus darted on this happy Place 
| His Luftre, to regain the Queen's good Grace ; 
: For chancing once unluckily to find | 
Mars in her Arms, he had enrag’d her Mind; 
: But now to'pleafe th’offended Queen he ftrove, 
: Which fhow’d his longing for the Sweets of Love, 
For‘all the Gods that on Olympus dwell, = 
Ey'n Jove and Pluto, Kings of Heav'n and Hell, 
All things that live on Earth, or breath above, | 


as aan ee 
—A 


The mighty Joys of this beft Realm approve. 
Arriv’d at Court, I found the Palace-Rooms 


Adorn'd with Hangings made in coftly tiie 


( 
i 
j 
! 


Fair Maids I met, that mov'd with Heav'nly Grace, 
And. young Men, walking with a lufty Paces 
Old Men I faw too, but I cou’d not Dream 





| What Service Venus could receive from them. 
| Penfive I ftood, and fearful to be feen, 

, "Till one I {py’d: belonging to the Queen, \ 
, | - Call'd — 
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Call’d Philomel; I knew her once a Maid, 
But all her Life fhe lov’d: My Friend, the faid, - 
Welcome to Cupid's Court 3 but you, I fear, 
Receiv'd from Mercury a Summons here. — 
Tanfwer’d, Yes: She faid, Your Negligence 

Will then be thought a wilful dire Offence; 


For all that live in Luxury and Eafe, | 





By Nature form’d the charming Sex to pleafe, 
To this fam’d Palace early fhou’d repair, 

And haften to the Service of the Fair ; 

But you that abfent durft fo long remain, 
Without a Boat had better crofs the Main, 
Then bear the Curfe that Difobedience draws 
On bold Contemners of Love's facred Laws: 
For no unhappy Men fuch Torments bear, 
As Waetches dcom’d to feel Affliction here. 
Soon they perceive their Appetites decay’d, 
Love makes their Health decreafe, their Colour fade. 


Long 
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Long fince I tempted you to Cupid's Court : 

Now he'll receive you with a fullen Port. 

Perhaps Repentance may the Ged ieee 

But why would you fo long provoke his Rage? 

I anfwer'd thus:—With Sorrow I repents 

Wretch that Iam, a Life fo vainly {pent : 

And, having fpoke, ‘by her I ftraight was led 

_ Toa vaft Hall, with various Carpets {pread, 

And Cloath of Gold; on which I wondring found 

_ A Throne of State, erected from the Ground, 

Where Venus fate. with her Imperial Son; 

Each hada Scepter, and a radiant Crown: 

To fee their Pomp, I could ill now have ftood . 

Thoughtlefs of Drink, and deftitute of Food ; 

The Pleafures of the fam’d Eiyfan Fields 

Can no fuch Rapture to a Stranger yield : 

No wonder Venus, blefs'd with fuch a Mien, 

And fuch a Perfon, reigns, of Beauty, Queen. | 
| | Aa | Her 
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"Her golden Hair, dithevell'd, crifp, and long, 


In eafie Curls, around her Shoulders hung : 


And every Beam that’s darted from her. Eyes, 


Piercing and fharp, like pointed Arrows flies. 
The King of Love had Danger by his Side, 
The Queen Defpair: And looking further wide, 


Attendance, Fear, and Flattery, I view’d, 


And Hope, with Strength above the reft endu'd; 


And wrinkled Jealoufie; with young Delight, 
Open and free, and chearful to the Sight 5 
And Envy lurking ina fecret Place, | 


Lean was her Body, leering was her Face; 


‘Repining at the Fortunate the fate, 


And at that diftance one might fee her fret. 
Lelow the Throne, an humble fighing Crowd 


Wath prefling Suits, and warm Petitions bow’d. 


. Then Philomel I ask'd d, whence came the Tide 


7 OF all thofe ti Longing Suppliants? She reply‘d, 
From 
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From diverfe Realms they come: Thofe. drefs'd it 
Shew, by that Colour, they have ftill bee tiie 
. The Men in Black lamerit, that thofe they love 

Are Sick, or Dead, oi that they Cruel prove. 
What makes thofe Priefts, faid 1, in Court appear? 
Have they the Privilege of férvirig here? 
The Damé reply’d, Full tnany Maids can tell © 
None are more welcome, and none ferve-fo well. 
While thus I view’d, with Philomel, the Crowd, 
A Herald ftom the King ery’d out aloud, — 
Come all ye Strangers, to: the Thtone draw near, 
And inftantly before the King appear. 
In hatte I ran, and kneel’d befote the Throne; | 
All pale and trembling; as a Wretch utidone: - 
The King took’d fternly, and demanded, why | 
I came fo late, and what I cou’d reply 2 

Weeping, I anfwer’d, Oh, my Soveraisn Lord; 
One a& of Mercy to your Slave afford; 

Aaz If 
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if yet, a Rebel both in Word and Thought, 


I never lov'd fo'truly as I ought; 





I will henceforth endeavour to fulfil 

' The juft Decrees.of your Almighty Will. 

Well, all is pardon’d, he reply’d, if now 

To me Allegiance and true Faith you'll vow ¢ 

Then ftraight he call’d an Officer of State; 

His Name is Rzgour, folemn was his Gate, 

And grim his Look, unmov'd with Gold or Prayer 5 

A Statute Book he brought, and faid, “ You {weary 

“ ‘True to remain, in Deed »in Thought, and Word, 

*¢ To Venus, and her Sony your Sov’raign Lord: 

“To love one Fair, unchangeably ‘till Death, 

«¢ And own your Paffion with your lateft Breath : 

«© To bear the various Temper of her Mind, 

‘© And let her Will your juft Obedience find: 

‘* To give the Honour to her Virtue due, 

ss And think all Tales, that blaft herFame, untrue: 
| “To 


~The Court of Love. 3 59 





“ To {wear her Conduat is exaétly right, 
c And in Defence of that Opinion, fight: 
s¢ To find what Prefent or Device the loves, 
“ And oft to fend her what fhe moft approves : 
6 To write, to drefs, and prattife evry Art _ 
‘¢ Your felf to recommend, and gain her Heart : 
* To take no Pleafure, abfent from her Sight, 
“ But by refle€ting on your paft Delight ; - 
sé Nor Abfence long endure, but juftly chufe, 
<¢ Rather than live from her, your Life ta:lofe. 
All this I {wore; and as I turn’d the Book, 
On other Statutes of the Realm to look... 
Rigour cry’d out, Hold, Traitor to the Queen, 
Thofe facred Statutes are not to be feen : 
Thofe are the Laws for Womankind ordain’d, - 
That with Mens Fiyes were never yet prophan'd ; 
Not even with mine, though I on Venus wait, 
Long trufted with her deep Affairs of State; 

/ Aa 4 Believe 
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" Believe me, Friend, Mankind mutt ftill defpair 


To know the Rules’and Maxims of the Fair ; 





And when you fee ‘em change with ev'ry Wind, 
Themfelves indulging, to their Slaves unkind, 
Conclude their Duty to thefe Laws they pay; 
Which, though unwillingly, they mult obey. 
Now feck the Temple of the Queen of Lave, 
And may her Son your juit Defires approve: ~ 
All you whofe Choice is made, her Grace implore, 
To ferve and plegfe the Ladies you adore ; 

And each, that wants a Miftrefs, pray to find, 
By her propitious Aid, fome Beauty kind. 
We all obcy’d the Words that Agour fpoke, 
- Devoutly, flow and eafie Steps we took, - 
Entring the Temple, which fam‘d Artifts built, 
Soft was the Front, the lovely Roof was silts 
The chearful Quire with well-carv’d Works waslin’d, 
And am'rous Paintings on the Pillars fhind. — 

| | There 
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There Dido, that unhappy dying Queen, 

With falfe ¢,#:neas, 1n one Piece was feen: 

And other Pi@ures round the Walls were {pread, 

Of Men and Maids, for Love untimely dead. 

Rais’d in the middle Ifle, fond Souls to awe, 

A Golden Image of the Queen we faw; 

This All ador’d: Some looking frefh and fair, 

Some worn with Grief, or blafted by Defpair: 

‘Some in new Mantles drefs’d; and fome in old, 

Like half ftarved Beggars, ugly to behold. 

Some pale as Death appear’d; fome glow’d like Fire, 

Confeffing fo their inward fierce Defire: 

Thefe with their loud Complaints the Queen befought 

To cure thofe Ills, that cruel Love had wrought ; - 

And punith all fuch Authors of their Woes, 

As mock’d their Sufferings, or had broke their Vows. 

But all the Happy there, whofe envy’d Lives 

Were blefs’d with Joys, which bounteous Venus gives 
| Aas | Cry d, 
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Cry’d; Godel Hail! propitious to redrefs 
The Cares of Mortals, and their Hearts to blefs; 
May no Divifions in your Realm be found, 
Since the whole World-in Loves foft Chains is bound; 
This is the Life of Joy your Vot'ries know, 
Who feel their Blifs of Paradife below: 
Love cures our Vices, and refines our Hearts ; 
The Source of Manners, Induftry, and Parts: 
Honour to you, Celeftial Queen, we pay, 
Whofe Minds are lighted with your Beauty’s Ray. 
Taught by the Prayer thefe happy Lovers made, 
I try’d my Wit, and thus devoutly faid. 
Faireft of all that e’er in Nature fhin’d, 
Light of the World, and Comfort of Mankind, 
To you, O Goddefs, I my Heart bequeath, 
Freely beftow a thing that’s- yours *till Death; 
Yours be the Choice, I only with to find | 
A faithful Miftref, beautiful, and kind : 

Na 
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No Woman yet.my fettled Paflion moves, 

One I have feeny whom moft my Soul approves; 

Of Stature low, caft in a lovely sia (Gol ds 

Healthful and young, with Hair more bright than 

Her Looks are frefh, her Countenance demure, . 

Her Eyes, though killing, look like Chriftal pure: _ 

Her could I ferve; but if your high Decree 

That Fair denies, fome other find for mes 

With whom in Pleafure I may fpend my Lifes 

My Miftrefs, Emprefs, any thing but Wife: 

So will I always Sacrifice to you — 

And with Diane conftant War purfue; 

A Fig for ber, and all her Chaftity, 

Let Monks and Friars her Difciples be. ~ 

Thus inthe Temple having faid my Prayer, 

Another Image I difcover'’d there; = 

A tender Maid, faid Phslomel, does claim - 

‘That facred Shrine, and Pity is her Names - 
| In 
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In all the Court, none knows fo well the Art 
To help a Lover,’ or to fave a Heart; — 
Her all-commanding Intereft cannot fail; 
Gain but her Friendfhips and you muft prevail. 
Now you fhall fee the faiteft thing alive, 

Come on with me, and by your Carriage ftrive 
To pleafe a Lady of the niceft Tafte, 
_ Whofe Air is prudent, ag her Life is chaftes 
Call’d Rofalindz; could you gain her Grace, 
Well might you blefs the Goddefs of this Place: 
Take care your Senf{e and Modefty to fhew, | 
She hates a pert, infipid, prating Beau. 
Then ftraight fhe led me to a {pacious Raoms 
Where Rofalinda fate in Beauty’s Bloom: 
At the firft Sight a fhiv’ring Pain I found 
In all my Veins, my Heart receiv’d a Wound; 
I dreaded much to {peak, my Voice was broke, 
Yet when my Sighs permitted, thus I fpokes - 

- a Accept 
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Aves my Service, thou Celeftial Fair, 
And oh! relieve a dying Lover’s Carey — 
To your Commands my painful Heart I bind, 
And have for ever Liberty refign’d., °’ 
She made no Anfwer, and I foon retir’d, 
To prefs not daring, though by Love infpir’d . 
But ftill her Image dwelt within my Breaft, 
Too excellent to be in Verfe exprefs'd. 
Her Head is round, and flaxen is her Hair, 
Her Eye-brows darker, but her Forehead fairs 
Straight is her Nofe;, her Byeslike Emeralds bright, 
Her well-made Cheeks are lovely red and white; | 
Short is her Mouth; her Lips are made to kifs, 
Rofie and full, and prodigal of Blifss 
Her Teeth like Iy'ry arey well fiz’d, and evens 
_ And to her Breath Etherial Sweets are given : 
Her Hands are {nowy white, and {mall her Wafte, 
And what is yet untold is fure the beft. 

Had 
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Had Fove himfelf beheld this Heav’nly Fair, 
Califo never had been made a Stars 
He ne‘er had born Europa on his Back, 
Nor turn’d a Mortal for Alcmena’s fake ; - 


Nor try’d the Virtue of a Golden Shower, 





_ To enter Danae’s well defended Tower: 

For all their Beauties had too mean appear'd, 

With Rofalinda’s matchlefs Charms compar’d. 

Soon I return’d her Heav'nly Form to view, | 

For {till my Wound’s Impreflion deeper grew; 

And thus I fpoke. O Nature’s boafted Pride, 

For Torments caus'd by you, fome Cure provide; 

Prais’d be my Fate, and ever blefs‘d the Hour, 

That made me fubje@ to your lawful Pow’r: 

Not Antony could greater Pafhion boaft, 

Though for one Woman the whole World he loft. 

She anfwer'd, Friend, your Service I difclaim; [Nam 

Whoare you, pray? Whence come you? What's a 
. Men 


a 
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Men call me Celadon, in Verfe I write, 
And Songs at Home, with fome Applaufe, indite : 
Oh, why. is ev'ry Flower and pleafing Root, . 


That in the Mufes happy Garden fhoot, . 

Deny’d me now? And why muft I defpair, 

With Sweets of Verte, to charm the brighteft Fair? 
Thou, gentle Mufe, my humble Breaft infpire, | 
With facred Numbers, and Celeftial Fire; 

And, Pallas, thy propitious Light convey, 





To chafe the Mift of Ignorance away 


Peace, Rhiming Fool, and learn henceforth to make 


- A fitter Choice; your Woman you miftake. 


O Mercy; Venus! Mercy from above! 
Why would you curfe me with fuch hopelefs Love> 
Behold the moft abandon’d Soul on Earth ; 
Ill was I got, and woful was my Birth. - 
Uniefs fome fome Pity on my Pains you fhed, 
The frofty Grave will quickly be my Bed. 
: Thus 
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Thus having fpoke, my Voice began to fail, 

My. Colour furik, and turn’d like Afhes pale ; 

I fwoon’d, and down I fell. Thou Slave, arife, 
Cry’d Rofalinda; now thy Love I prize. 

I only try‘d thy Heart; and fince I find 

Tis foft and tender, know that mine is kind: 


Swear but to keep the Oath you ately took, 


~ And Pll be not fo Cruel as I look. 


Her Eyes then languifh’d, and her Face grew red, 
And fqueezing faft my Hand, fhe laughing faid, 

I know 4 Way thy Paflion to appeafes 

And foon will fet thy fimple Heart at Eafe. 

But e’er fhe brought me to her promis’d Beds 

The Rapture wak'd me, and the V iGon fled. 
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- ToHerGracethe 
DUTCHESS— 
OF | +, 


GRAFTON 


_ MADAM, © 
Wy Exuty, as it is both the Theme, and Infpirer 
B of Poetry, fo it ought to be the Patronefs 
00, and a Poem of Love fhould in fFuftice 
be facred to none but the lovelieft : It would there- 
fore be a@oving a falfe Deity; foould I offer up this. 
at any Sha-zne but Tours. | ; 
As it is the beft I can do, and writ on the moft 
pleafing Subject, | was refolv'd to lay tt at the Feet 
of the mo? Beautiful, and had I been my felf at a 
lofs where to fix, the Univerfal Opinion of the 
World would have diretted me, and pointed out. 
| Bb - your 


pleafe your Grace in particular. 


| Adored the many they knew. 


the [ante into me 3 and no Man that thinks nata- 


- The Epiftle Dedicatory. 


your Grace for the Patronefs, while the Poem frall 
laft, (and.a Poem of Love ought to laf? longer than 
any other) fucceeding Ages fall read, that your 
Grace was the Ornament of this Age. 

‘Tis an innocent and harmlefs Ambition in Poets, 
whofe only defign in all they do, is the pleafing o- 
thers, and in-doing that, pleafe themfelves. bef 
and as Beanty is the chief: Objeth they bend their 
Studies to delight, all Poets ought to afpire to 


That. Ambition is the be? Excufe I can make, | 

for m»Prefumption in this Dedication s fince Il am 
unknown to yeurGrace, and perhaps, ewen unheard 
of yet s but what is my Crime, is at the fame time | 
my Plea for Pardon, or rather it is my Merit. The 
Athenians, when they Dedicated an Altar to the 
unknown God, foew'd more Devotion, and diretted 
their Devotion to a truer Deity, than whem tley 
That I might be fure of fomething Acceptable in 
this Offering, and nop fail to Delight ina Pow 
of Leve, where all ought ta be delightful, 1 haw 
taken all the moft moving tender Things, that Ovid 
and Tibultlus. fatd to therr Miprefie » to fay to 
Mine ; nor will I allow it to be a Theft, fince I 
doubt not, as it was their Love that infpir'd them 
with thofe Thoughts, Mine would have infasd 


rally.of Love, can avoid running into the fame 
Thoaghts with them an 


i: - —  T have 
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IT have-borrew'd the Examples to every Paffion, 
-from thofe Stories which I thought the moft plea- 


Sing in Ovid where certainly the moft pleafirg were 
£0 be met with : Some few places invevery Story I 


have Tranflated, but for the moft part, 1 have only 
kept him in View, I have gone on with him, and 
kift him, where I thought it proper, aud by that 
means have avoided the Abfurdities of bis Meta- 
morphofes ; fave omy. that of. Pigmalion’s Statue, 
but that was a Metamorphotes that pleas’d me.. 

It was a delightful Surprize, to fee Life breath’d 
into an inanimate Beauty, as it would be a killing 
Affliction to fee it taken away from one already ant- 
mated: It would occafion as much ‘Foy and Won- 
der, to have a Dutchefs of- GRAF VON made 
by Art, (if Art could doit) as it would caufe Con- 
fternatian.to huve the Gods unmake one. but thofe 
Miracles of Art are now ceas'd, and none but the 
Heavenly Artift could have Drawn Tou, who has 
Drawn You fo, that he has left the Painter and 
the Poet at a lofs to Copy You | 

As to the Succes of this P.O E M, I hope I 


am fecure, fince it is Sacred in general to the Fair 


Sex,’ and. commeitted'(n.particwlar to the Protection 
of rhe -Faireft + if they are once pleas’d, who will 
dare to find fault ? or difoblige them, by difliking 
what they approve? Under the foelter of your Grace’s 
Patronage, I fhall fiand, like Hneas, guarded by the « 
Godde/s of Love, and no Diomedes fhall be found, 
as defperate as the firft, to Wound me thro’ Tou. 
Thus, as all Dedicatine Poets, wh2 write more 

b 2 to 
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40. = SAREE OCU Reparation than. their Patrons, 
IT have.taken tha..moft effectual means to Efta- 
bl Mh mine 3, and. dgyot' notto, make: a, firong Par- 
ty, fince every. Lover ae — — is. —- 
£0 the Levels | 

See, et eer 4 

> oad 
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v Jan Se 


a ‘ Your'GRAC E's. | 
~ Moft Devoted, — 
a ae Pa 


~ moft Humble Servant, . 


ans 


Charles Hopkins. 
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LOVE 


E, Woods, and Wilds, fexene anid bieft Retreats ~ 

- At once the Lovers,. and the Mufes Seats; fe 
To you I fly,.to you, ye facted Groves, .— 
To tell my wond’raus Tale of wond’rous Loves. 
Thee, Dejia; thee, fhall ev'ry Shepherd fing, 
With thy dear Name. the’ neighb’ring Woods es 
No Name but thine fhall on their Barks be found, » 
With none but thine fhall ecchoing Hulls refound. 


My Verte, thy matchlefs Beauties fhall et 


‘Till thine qut-rivals Sachariffa’s Fame. — 
ca Bb 3 | My 
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My Verfe fhall make thee liveywhile Woods fhall grow, 
While Stars fhall fhine, and while the Seas fhall flow ; 
While there remains alive g.tender Maid, 


Or Am'rous Youth, or Lovesfick Swain to read. 





Others may artfully the Pafhens MOvey 

In me alone ° tis natural to love : 

While the: ‘World fees me write jn fuch a train, 
As fhows, I only feel, what others feign. - 


Thou darling of my Youth, my Life’s delight, 


By Day my Vifion, and my.Dream by Night; 

Thou, who alone doft all:my Thoughts. infufe, 

And art at once, my Miftrefs, and my Mute ; 

Infpir'd from thee, flows ev'ty facred Line, | 

‘Thine is the Poetry, the Poet thine. 

_ Thy Service thall my only bufinefs be, 7 

And all my Life employ’d in pleafing thee. 

Crown’d with mySongs of thee, each Day hall move, 

And ev’ry lif?ning Sun hear nought but Love. 
‘+2 With 
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With flowing Numbers, ev'ry Page hall roll, has - 





Where, as you read my Verfe, receive my Soul, 
Should Senfe, and Wit, and Art, refule to join, 

In all I write, and. fail my great defigns __ 

Yet with fuch Paflion fhail my Lines be crown'd, 

And fo much Softnefs in my Poem found, 

Such moving ‘Tendernefs; the World fhall fee, 

Love could have heen defcrib’d by none but me. 
Let Drygew from his Works; with Juftice, claim | 
Immortal Praife 3 1 from my Sacred Flame, - ¢ | 
Draw all my. Glory, challenge all my Fame. a 


_ Believe ne Delia, Lovers havetheir Wars, — 

And Cupid lias his Camp, as wellas Afars.. 

That Age which fuitsa Soldier beft, wall prove 

The fitteft for the {harp Fatigues of Love. 

None but Young Men the Toils of War can bear's 

None but Young Men can ferve and pleafe the Fair. 
Bbh4 Youth, 
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Youth, with the Foe maintains the vig’rous Fight, . 
Youth, gives the longing Maid the full delight.---:/ 
On either hand, like hardfhip it fuftain =“ 
Great are the Soldier’s, great the Lover's pains. 
Th’ everit of War no Gen’ral can foreknow, 

And that, alas! of Love is doubtful too. 

In various Fields, whatever Chance fhall fall, 

The Soldier muft refolve to bear it all. 

With the like Conftancy muft Lovers wait, 

_ Enduring bad, and hoping better Fate. 

| Thro’ Doubts; and Fears, Defires, and Withes toft, - 
Undaunted, they muft ftrain to reach the Coaft. 
All will a while look hideous to their Eye, 

The threatning Storm ftill thickning i in the Sky; ¢ 
No fight of Land, no friendly Harbour nigh. 

Yet thro’ all this, the vent’rous Lover fteers, 


To reap the Golden Crop that Beauty bears. 


So 
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So the bold Mariners the Seas explore, .. = , 
Tho’ Winds blow ‘hard, and Waves like ri 
Rather than live in Poverty’ on Shoar. 


Embolden’d thus, let evry Youth fet Sail, 

And truft to Fortune for a profp'rous Gale 
Let them launch boldly from the lazy Shore, _ 
Nor fear'a Storm which will at laft blow o’er. 


Set all the Reins to all their Paffions free, 


Give Wings to their Defires; and love like me. 


Happy that Youth, who when his Stars;incline | 
His Soul to Love, can make a Choice like mine. 
Admir ation. 


Thee, Delza, all that fee thee muft wishes, 


And Mankind in its own, defpight defire. 


ee 


As aBlind Man, reftor’d to fudden Sight, 


_ Starts in Amaze at the firft flath of Light, 


$Q 
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So was I ftruck, fuch fudden Wonder knew, 
When my Eyes dazl’d with the fight of you. 
I faw whatever could enflame Defire, 
‘Parch up the Veins, .and fet the Blood on fire. 
From ev'ry Charm the pointed Lightning came, 
And faft, as they difpers’d, I caught the Flame. 
Like Stars your glittering Eyes were {een to fhine, 





And roll with Motions that were all divine. 
‘Where Majefty, andSoftnefs, mingled meet, 
And thew a Soul, at once, fublime, and fweet, 

I gaz’d, and as I gaz‘d, from ev'ry View, 

New: Wonders I defcry’d, new Paffion drew. 

Nor were the Charms lefs powr’ ful of your Tongue, 
My ravith’d Soul on ev'ry Accent hung, © ak 
Glow’d when you Spoke, and melted when you 


3 


_ "Thofe Lips unopen’d, cannot fail to moves - 


But Silently are Eloquent in Love ; 


That 


rw 


| Did.sor rbis other Part deferve as, well. © ;: " 





That Face and Neck,thofe Shoulders »Hands,and Arms, 


Each Limb, each Feature, has peculiar Charms. 
Each of it felf might fingly win a Soul, 

And never need th’ affiftance of the whole. 

On this one Part a Poet’s Praife night dwell, 


Beauty is furely near ally’d to Wit, — | 

Of which none can the juft Defcrigtion hit ; 

By their own felves they may be fhewn the beft, 
And only are in being feen, expreft. 

Beauty’s ‘true Charms no Poem can prefent, . 
Which but imperfeétly are done in Paint. | 
That too comes fhort of Life, and only takes 


- Faint Images of thofe which Nature makes. _ 
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S Pr oO R- Yy : 
1. OF | 
Per fous: and. Andromeda: : 


In Imitation of Part of that in Pike 


Fourth Book of O V ID's Mesamorphofi. 


Ropitious Chance led Perfeus once to view 
Pp The faireft Piece that ever Nature drew s 5 
Chain’d on’a rocky Shore, the Virgin ftood, 
‘Naked, and whiter than the foaming Flood ; 
Whom, 3 as he cours‘d the Confines of the Sky > 4 
Amaz’d he faw, and kept his wond’ring Eye 4 
So fix'd, he had almoft forgot to fly. 

Had not the Winds difpers'd her flowing Hair, 
‘And held it waving in the liquid Air 5 


” 
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Or! had not Streams of Tears apace ‘rol’'d down, 


Her lovely Cheeks, he would have thought her Stone. 
Strait he precipitates his lafty flight, | 
Impatient to attain.a nearer fight.- | 
Now, all at once;. he feels the raging Fires, * 
Sees all the Maid, and all he. fees, admires... SEs 
With Awe and Wonder, mixt with Love and Fear, 
He ftands as motionlefs as Shame made her. | 

Urg’d on at laft,. but ftill by flow degrees, — 

Loth to offend, he draws to what he fees. 

Oh! why, he cries, moft matchlefs Fair oney. why 
Are you thus us'd? Can you be doom’d to dye ?. 
Have you done any Guilt > that Guilt relate. 
How can fuch Beauty merit fuch- a Fate > 

Tam thy Champion, and efpoufe thy Caufe.;. | | 

In thy defence, the Thund’rer’s Off-{pring draws. - 
Say, if thou’rt refcu'd by the Son of Fove, 
Say, for thy Life, wilt thou return thy Love? ; 

as | The | 


984, The Fiftory of Love. 








The bafhful Virgin no return affords, — 

‘But fends ten thoufand Sighs, inftead of Words: 
With Grief, redoubled with her Shame, fhe mourns; 
She weeps, he j joyss fhe blufhés, and he burns. 

In Chains extended at her length fhe lay; 

While he with tranfport took a full Survey. 

Fain would her Hands her confcious Bluthes hide, 
But that the Fetters which they wore, deny’d. 
What could the do? all that the could, fhe did; 
For drown’d in floods of Tears; her Eyes the hid. 
Much urg’d to fpeak, fhe turn’d her bathful Look 
Far as fhe could afide, and trembling {poke : 

My Mother, confcious of het Beauty, ftrove 
(Alas! too confcious) with the Wife of Fove : 
Who by a cruel and unjuft Decree, 

To punith her, takes this Revenge off me. 

Here am I doom’d a dreadful Monfter’s Prey; 
Who now, now, now is iffuing from the Sea. 
Hattes 
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Hafte, generous Youth, our common Foe fubdue ; 





And if you fave my Life, I live for you. 

Thus {poke the Maid, half. dying with her F ears: 

When, lo! the Monfter from the Sea eppears. 

The dauntlefs Heroe mounts his flying Horfe, 

And o’er the Waves directs his. airy Courfe. 

| Let him, alone, his Victory purfue ; 

For dreadful War has nothing here to do. 

This fhort Account will Lovech Swains fuffice ; | 

: He flew his Foe, and ftrait receiv’d his Prize. 

Thrice happy Youth, too fortunately bleft ; 

Who only came, and conquer a, and poffett. 

N one of the Pangs of Love your Blifs annoy’d ; 

‘You but beheld, admir 4, and fo enjoy ‘a 
Def 

| All other Lovers longer Toils fuftain ; 


Defires, Hopes, Jealoufies, an endlefs Train. 


THE 
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PIGMALION: 


Imitated from the Tenth Book of ° 


—OVID's ME TAMORPHOSES. 


OW thou art envied, let Pigmalion proves 
Who by a Miracle obtain’d his Love : 
Who living in an Age, when Women led 
The lewdeft Lives, all Shame and Honour fled ; £ 
- For a long times declin’d the Nuptial-Bed. 
He {aw them all debauch’d with monftrous Crimes, | 
No Virtuous Maid, no Delia blefs ‘d ‘the Times. 
Had fhe liv’d then, his Skill had ne’r been fhown, 
Nor the {trange Miracle that crown’d i it, ‘known. 
| There 


es ee 
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There had he fix'd; not form'd his ese Maid; 
Nor fondly beerr by his own Art betray’: 
The Nymph itt polifh’d Iv’ry glitter’d bright; =~ | 
So fmooth, fhe feem'd too flipp’ry for his fight. | 





_ So quick her Eyes.appear’d, fo full of Flame, | 


Se-curious was her Shape, fo juft her Frame, | 


They would have roll’d, if not reftrain’d by Shame. 9 


. From his ftrange Art, the Statue had receiv’d 
, Such lively ftrokesy one’would have thought i it liv'd. 


——_ 


' Eva he himflf could! Hardly, hardly knows. 


> But doubred: long, whether it liv'd, or no. 


Yet from her, as the was; fiegather'd Fires; 


* And fiercey and Boundlefs were’ his mad Defires. - 


He felt’her Fleth; (kis Fancy thought it fuch, 


And fear'd'to: Hurt her with too rude atouch? 


He kifs'd her, with ‘Belief fo- ftrong and vains - 


' That hej imagin’ ‘d how: fhe kifs'd' again. 


Ce! . Now 


~ qe 2 we 


Now ale his Coriet: ‘i mad Addreffes MOVES» | 
Ard tells 2 long, fond Tales how well he loves; 
Prefents her now, withall-he thought might pleafe, : 





With precious Gums diftill ‘d from weeping Trees. 
Small Singing Birds, who ftrain their tuneful, Throats, | 
And hov’ "ring reund,-repeat | their pretty Notes. 
With {weeteft Flow’rs he crowns. her lovely’ Head, 
And lays her on the fofteft, downy Bed. 

In richeft, Robes his charming Idol. dreft, « 

Bright fparkling Gems adorn her Neckand Breaft; 6 
And fhe-- -look’d well in all, but look’d when naked, 
Now Venus kept her Feafts a.goodly Traini 

Of Love-fick Youths frequent, and fill her Fane. — | 
The Snow-white Heifers fall by facred ftrokes, 

~ While with rich Gums the loaded. Altar {moaks. 
Among the reft, the hopelefs Lover ftands, 

Tears in his Eyes, his Off’rings in his Hands, 


oe ae | More 


_ Exert your Godhead now, now lend your Aid, 
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- More furious than before he feels his Fires, 


Ev’n his Defpair redoubles his Defies. 
A long, long time, his Oraifotis deferr’ he | 
He durit not pray, deft hé thould not be eid: 


Till ure’d by Love, his} tim’ rous Silence broke ; 5 | 


Thus (but ftill tim ‘rouily) at laft he fpoke. _ 


If you, ye Sacred: Pow’ rs that rule. aboves | 


And you gteat Goddef of propitious Love 5 ; 


If all we want is plac 4 within‘ your pow rs. 


And you can give whatevet we implores 


Give me the Wife I with, one like, he faid, 
But durft not fay; Give me my Ivory Maid. 
This finifh’d : thrice aufpicious Flafhes rife; 
And wreaths of curling Sadak aftended thrice. 
Half hoping now; and yet ftill half afraid, 
With doubtful Joy he feeks his Ivory Maid: 


: viene. 5 


Gc Doats 
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Doats more than ever-on her fancy'd Charmss 





And clofely clafps her in his longing Arms. 
When all at once,, with Joy and Wonder. fill'd, 
He feels her ffubborn Sides Degin to yield. 
Soft was her Bofom grown, her throbbing. Breatty. 
Heav'd with her. Breath, Tell d gently: to. be preft. 
Surpriz 4, and i glad, he feels her offs and oft; 
And more, and mores perceives her. warm and foft. 
W arm were ‘her Lips, and ev'ry pointed Kifs, 
With melting, touches, met and moiften’d his. 
Her Blood now. circled, and her Pulfes beats | 
And Life at batt enjoy’d. a ferled Seat. 
Slowly the lifts her new arid fearful, Sights. 
And fees at once, her Lover, and the Light. 
An unborn, Maid, both Life and Lover found 3 - 
_ And he too, had his defp’rate Withes, crownd. 

| Defp'rate indeed ; what Profpect couja: he fees 
| Or how at firft, hope any more than me? 


Hope. . THE 
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qe shines with fi Hope infpit’d, .. + 
B. Might well rejoice to find his Wifhes fir’d, 3 

Since well affur'd of all his With defir’d.. 

His Paffion was all Late, all Soul, and Flame, 

He dauntlefs to the fatal Barriers came 7 

With Joy his vanquilh'd: Rivals he beheld; . 7 

Affur’d to, wins. where all. befides had fail’d.. 

He faw the lovely Nymph out-fly:the Wind, - 

And leave her Breathlefs Suitors far behind 5 

| Cc 3 Saw 
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Saw Atalanta {wift as Lightning pafs, 

Yet foft as Zephirs, fweep along the Grafs. 

He knew the Law, whofe Cruelty decreed, 

That ev'ry Youth who Joft the Race fhould bleed. 
Yet, if like them, he could not run fo fatt, 

He faw her worth the dying for; at laft. 

Her ev'ry Charm his Praife and Wonder mov’d, 
And ftill the more he prais'd, the more he lov’d. 
Now had he view'd the laft unhappy Strife, 

And feen the vanquifh’d Youth refign his Life; 
When with his Love tranfported, from his Placey 
Left any other firft fhould claim the Racey : 
Rifing he runs, regardlefs of their Fate, | 

And preffes where the panting Virgin fate. 
With Eyes all {parkling with his Hope and Love, | 
And fuch a Look, as could not fail to move 5 | 
Tell mey he crys, why; barb’rous Beauty, why. 
Are you fo pleas’d to fee thefe Wretches dye? 


\ 
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Why. ‘have you with my feeble ‘Rivals trove, | 
Betray ‘d to Death. by their too ‘daring Love? | 
With me, a lefs unequal Race begin, _ 
_ With me exert your utmoft Speed to win; 
By my defeat you will your Conquefts crown, 
And in my Fall: eftablith your Renown : . - 
Then undifturb’d you may your Conquetts Boalt, - 
For none will dare to ftrive; when I have loft. | 
Thus ‘while the Prince his bold Defiance sae 
She'eyes-him with a foft relenting Look. 

Already does his diftant Fate deplore, 

Concern’d for him, tho ne’er concern’d before. . 
Doubtful fheftands, and knows not what to chufe, 
And cannot with to win, “nor yet to lofe. 4 
But murmurs to her felf : Ye Pow’ rs Divine, = 
How hard, alas! a Deftiny is mine : > 

Why mutt I longer fach a Law obey, 

ie dally throw fo many Lives away 


Cc 4 | Why 
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Why muft I by their Deaths my Nuptials €aun > 
Or elfe by marrying be my felf undone > 

Why mutt J fill my Cruelty purfue 2 

Why muft a Prince, fo charming, perth too? 
Such is his Youth, his Beauty, Valour fuch, 
Ev’n to my felf I feem not worth fo much? - ; 
Fly; lovely Stranger, e’er ‘tis yet too late, 

Fly from thy tog, ah! too, tog certain Fate. 

I would net fend thee hence, ] would not give: ; 
Such a Command; couldft thou but ftay, and live, | 
Thou with fome fairer Maid wilt happier be, | 
The faireft Maid might be in Love with thee, 
So many Suitors have already bled; 4 
Who rathly ventur'd for my Nuptial Bed, 2 

I fear left thou thould’ft run like them in vain, ; 
Should’ ft lofe like them, and ah | like them be fain, | 
Yet why fhould he alone my Pity move : a 
It is but Pity fare ; 3 It Is not Love. 


«dT with, 


— 
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Or rather wifli, thy Speed could equal mine. . 
Would thou hadft never feen this fatal Place, — 
Nor I, alas! thy too, tod charming Face. 
Were I by rig’rous Fate allow’d to wed, 
Thou fhouldft alone enjoy, and blefs my Bed, 
Were it but-teft to my awn partial Choice, — 
Thou of all Mankind thould’ft obtain my Voice, 
'Twas heye fhe paus'd; when urg’d with Iong delay, ' 
The Trumpets found to haften them away. | 
Strait.at the Summons is the Race begun, - 
And fide by fide, for fome fhort time they run, 
While the Spectators from the Barriers cry; 
Fly profp'rous Youth, with all thy Vigour fly: 
Make hafte, make hafte, thy utmaft {peed enforce, 
Love give thee Wings to win the ‘noble Courfe. 
See how unwillingly the Virgm fhes, 
Purfue, and fave thy Life, and feize the Prize. ~ 

| ‘Tis. 
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’Tis doubtful yet; whether the gen’ral Voice - | 
Made the glad Youth, or Virgin moft rejoice. — 
Oft, in the fwifteft fury of the Race, 
The Nymph would flacken her impetuous Pacey ¢ 
And halt, and gaze, and almoft faften on his Face. 
Then fleet away again, as {wift as Wind, | 

Not without Sighs to leave him fo behind. _ 
"By this, he {aw his Strength would ne‘er prevail, 
But ftill he had a Charm that could not fail. 
From his loofe Robe a Golden Apple drawn, - 
With force he hurl’d, along the Flow’ry Lawn. 
Straight at the Sight the Virgin. could not held, 
But ftarts afide to catch the rolling Gold. - | 
He takes the with’d occafion, pafles by, 
While all the Field refounded Shouts of Joy, 
This the recovers with redoubled hatte, 


"Tull he far off the fecond Apple caft. 


Again 
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Again ihe Nymph. diverts her-near purfuit, 

And running: back fecures the Tempting Fruits . 
But her ftrange {peed recovers her again, 

Again. the foremoft. in the Flow’ry Plain,’ 

Now near the Goal he fummons all his Might, 
And prays to Venus to dire& him rights ¢ 
With his laft Apple to retard her Flight. = | 
Tho’ fure to lofe if fhe the Race declin’d, 

For fuch a Bribe the Vi@’ry fhe refign’d. 

Pleas’d that fhe loft, to the glad'Victor’s Arms 

She givesthePrize,and yields her dear-bought Charms. 
, He by refiftlefs Gold the Conqueft gain'd, 

Invain he ran, till that the Race obtain’d. 

Poffefs’d of that, he could not’ but fubdue, 

For Gold, alas! would conquer De/ia too: 

Yet oh! thou beft belov’d, thou lovelieft Maid, — 
Be not by toa much Avarice betray’d.: es 


Prize 
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Prize thy. felf high, no eafie Purchafe prove, =‘ 

Nor Jet a Foot with Fortune buy thy Love: 

Like Atalanta’s Congu’rot let him be, 

Brave, Gen’rous, Young, from ev'ry Faifing enh 

And to Compleat him, let him Love like me. — 

What Pains againft my wretched felf I take > 

Ev'nI my felf my Jealoufies awake. 

Such Men there are, blefs'd with fuch Gifts Divine, 

* Who if they knew thee would be furely thine. | 

 -Fealoufe. - , 

How wretched then, alas! fhould Daphnzs grow ? 

Gods ! how the very Thought diftraés him now ? | 

Ev’n now, perhaps fome Youth with happier Charms, 

Lies folded'in the faithlefs Delia’s Arms. 

Ev’n now, the Favours you deny'd me, feem 

To be too prodigally heap'd on him. — 

Clofe by your fide, all languifhing he ftands, 
And on your Panting Bofom warms his Hands. 

ie 2 Strait 
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Strait in your Lap he lays hisenvy'd Head, 
And makes the Shrine of Love his Sacred Bed.', 
Then glows his ravifh’d Soul with pointed Flames, 





And thoughts,of Heav’nly Joys filkall his Dreams. 
Let not your, Pafliqn be to,me reveal'd, s,s 


by ee 


But if you love, keep him you love conceal’d.. 





THE 
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‘CEPHALUS and PROCRIS, 


Lmitated from the Tenth Book of | 
OVID's ME T4MORPHOSES, 


FF. M. Cephasus’s: Tragic Stony, read - 
- What, fatal Mifchiefs Jealeufig may bread. 

Hear that unhappy wretched Hunt{man tell, | 
How by his Hands his much-lov’d Procris fell. 


* Hear 


— 
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Hear him, lamenting ‘his Mifchdnce, complain’ 


In the foft Ovid's fadly charming Strain: 


4 


°' Happy a'while;’ thrice happy was my Life, 
Bleft in a Beautiful and Virtuous Wife. 


Love -join'd wus fitft, atid Lové mide Life fo fweet; 


We prais'd thé Gods, that” twas our Lot to meet. 


Our Breafts wage d getitly with a mutual Flame, 


The fafne were ou Defi rés, Our Fears the famé. 
Whate’ er one did, the other would approves 


_ For.one our Liking was, as on.our-Love. 


Then | happy Daysw were crown ‘d with happier Nights; 


And fome few Months roll ‘d on in full Delights. 


Joys crouded to appear, and Pleafures ran 


A while in-circles, eer our Woes began: | 


| “Till T one fatal Morn the Chace purfu’d, 


OF a Wild Boar, thro’ an adjacent Wood: 


Where, 
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| Where, asI hinted eager on my Prey;: - 
| Aurora {topp'd.;me in my hafty way. 
You may believe I do not; dare not feign, 
7 (F or Mis’ry. never made a Man fo vain.) -- 
| She, tho’ a Goddefs, {trait began to‘moye . 
fruitlefs Suit, and vainly talk’d of Love. © 
_ Tho’ the look’d:bright as when the thines on highy - 
| In all the Glories of a Morning Sky; | : 
| Tho’ earlier than the Sun’s, her Beams difplay, 
| And fhow. the firft Approaches of the Day: - 
I told her Procres.all my. Soul poffeft; =. : _ 
| That fhe alone reign'd Sovereign of. my: Breaft, 
. Which pever would admit another Gueft. 
" Enjoy thy Procris then, the Goddefs cry’d; 
Whom thou fhalt one Day, with thou’dtt ne'er enjoy’d: 
Stung with herWords, with doubts and féars opprett, , 
A fudden Jealoufie defttoysmy Ref, ¢ 
Mads all my Brain, and ‘poifons all my Breath 

I 
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I thought the Sex all falfe, ev'n Precris too, 
Again I thought, fhe éould not but be true. 

Her Youth and Beauty kindled anxious Cares, 
But her known Chaftity condemn’d my Fears. - 
But then my Abfence does again revive, 

And keep the tort’ring Fancy ftill alive. 

I thought her Faith too firm! y fix'd to falls 

Yet a true Lover is afraid of all 

I knew not what to think, but ftrait F go, 
Refolv’d to eure, or to compleat my Woe. 

An Habit different from my own I took, 

While with. curft Aid Avrora chang'd my Look. — 
To Athens ftrait, unknown by all, I came, 

_ Ev’n tomy felf, I fearce could feem tlie fame. 


Hardly I got admiffion-to my Houfe, 


But far, far harder, to my weeping Spoufe. - 


The Houfe it felf from ought of Blame was frees | 
And ev’ry Place expreft its Grief for me. 





( 


Kina read 
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A difmal Silence reign'd thro’ ev’ry Rooms. . 
To mourn my Lofs; already fafe at Home. - 
Ev'n that fad Pomp of Woe;fome Charms could boats 





But when 'my Procris came, fhe charm’d’mé motft. | 
Black were her Robes, her. folemn Pace was flows 7 
Her Drefs was carelefs; yet becoining too! 

A virtuous Grief dwelt deeply: in her Face. *' 

But matchlefs Beauty gave that Grief a Grace.’ 
Whole Show’rs of Tear3 her ftreaming Eyes fet’ fall; 


Yet fomething wondroiis lovely fhone thro’ all. : 


From running toembracemy Maurnfal Fair, con 
Scarce hold, from telling whom fhe faw (tho’ alter’d) 
But yet at length, my firft Defign purfud; _ . _ 
With Words I flatter’d, and with Gifts I-woo’ds . 
All the moft moving Arguments I USids he 
Oft pray’d, and prefs'd, but was.asoft refusd: 


Scarce could I at the Charming ‘Sight forbear — 


Dd She 
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She faid another had before engrofs‘d, | | | 
All her Affection, and my Suit was loft. 
‘Would any but-a Mad-man farther try? 

But ah ! that mad, that defp’rate Fool was I. 
I grew the more Induftrious to deftroy — 
Her matehlefs Truth, and ruin all my Joy. 
Redoubled Prefents, and redoubled Vows, 

I made, and offer’d, to betray my Spoufe. 





At laft, her ftage’ring Faith began to yields 

And Dad juft won the long difputed Field. 

_ Thy Falthood, ftrait I cry’d, too‘late I fee. 

| Falfe to thy Cephalus, for lam He. 

Since you are Perjur'd, fince my Precris grew, — 

Forfworn and falfe, what Woman-can be true ? 

She, at thefe Words, almoft of Senfe bereav’d, - 

With fad Confufion found her felf deceiv'd. 

Fixt on the Ground fhe kept her down-caft Eyes 

And Silent with her Shame, made no Reply. 
| But 
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But to the Mountains like an Huntrefs hyes, 

And for my fake from all Mankind the flyes. 

~ Which when I found, abandon’d and alone, 

My dearer Half thro’ my own Folly gone ; 

Love fiercer than before began to burn, 

‘Till I was raging for my Wife’s return. 

| My Pray’rs difpatch’d with eagernefs and hafte, 
That fhe would pardon all Offences paft; ¢ 

Found her as Kind, as the was truly Chafte. 

She came, and crown’d my Joys a fecond times 

Forgot my Jealoufie, forgave my Crime. 

. “Twas then.I thought my greateft Miferies o'er, 

But Fate it feems had worfe, far worfe in ftore. 

Soon as each early Sun began to rife, 

_ To glad th’enlighten’d Earth, and gild the Skies, 

I with his firft Appearance rife, and trace 

The Woods, and Hills, that yielded Game to chafe. 


Dd 2 Alone 
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Alone I Hunfy .a long and tedious Way, | 
And feldom fail-to kill fufficient Prey. | 
Then fpgnt with Toil, to cooler Shades retreat; — | 


And feek a Refuge’ from the {corching Heat. | 
Where pleafant. Valleys breath aj freer: Air, .. 

For my Refrefhment I addrefs this Prayer. 

Come Airs I crys Joy-of o’er-labour’d Swains, 

Come, and diffufe thy felf thro’ all my Veins, 
‘Breathe on my burning Lips, and feév’rifh Breafk, © 

And reign at large an ever grateful Gueft. 

Glide to, my Soul, and ev'ry vital Parts 
Diftill thy felf upon my panting Heart. 

By chance I other Blandifhments beftow, 

Or Deftiny decreed it fhould be fo... 

As, O thou greateft Pleafure of the Plains, 

Thou who aflwageft all my raging Pains ; 

Thou, who doft: Nature’s richeft Sweets excite, « . 

And mak’ft me in thefe Defart Woods delight. 3 
ne . | Breath- : 
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Breathlefs, and Dead without thee fhould Ibe, 
For all the Life I have, I draw from thee. ° | 
While this I Sung, fome one who chanc’d to hear, - 
Thought her a Nymph,to whom I made my Pray’r, ¢ 

- And told my Procrss of her Rival Ar. 

She, kind, good Soul, half dying at the News, - 
Would now Condemn me, now again Excufe. _ 
Now hopes ’tis all a Falfhood, now fhe fears 
Sufpects my Faith,, as I fufpected hers. 
Refolv’d, at lait, to truft no bufie Tongue, | 
But be her felf the Witnefs of her Wrong; 
When the ext Day with fatal hafte came on, 
And I was to my lov’d Diverfion gone, 

She rofe, and fought the Solitary Shade, 

' Where, after Hunting, I was daily laid. 

Clofe in a Thicket undifcern’d fhe ftood, 
When I took fhelter in the fhady Wood. . 


Dd 3 Then 
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Then ftretching on the Grafs my fainting weight, | 
Come much-lov'd Air, I cry, oh ! come, abate ¢ 
With thy fweet Breath this moft immod'rate Heat. 
At this a fudden Noife invades my Ear, 


And ruftling Boughs, fhow’d fomething living there. 


Threw my unerring Dart with heedlefs a 
Which pierc’d, Oh! Gods, my Progris thro’ the 
She at the Wound, with fearful Shriekings fell, 
And I, alas ! knew the dear Voice too well, 
Thither, diftrated with my Grief, I flew, 


To give my Dying Love a fad Adieu. 


I rafhly thinking it fome Savage Beaft, 


All Bloody was her lately Snowy Breaft, 
Fler Soul was haft’ning to Eternal Reft. 

With Rage I tore my Robe, which clofe I bound, 
To ftop the Blood, about the gaping Wound. 
What Pardons did I beg > what Curfes frame, 

For my damn’d Fate, that was alone in blame ? 


When 
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When weakly raifing up her Dying Head, 

With a faint Voice, thefe few fad Words the faid. 
Draw nearer yet, dear Author of my Death, 

- Hear my laft Sighs, and {natch my parting Breath. 

But e’er I Die, -by all that’s Sacred fwear, 

That you will never let my Rival, Air, - | 

- Prophane my Bed, or find Reception there. 

This I Conjure you by your Nuptial Vow, 

The Faith you gave me then, renew me now. 

By all your Love, if any Love remain, 

And by that Love, which dying | retain. 

Affure me but of this before I go, 

And I thall blefs thee for the fatal Blow. 


To her fad Speech abruptly I reply’d, 
In hafte to fhew her Error eer the dy’d. 
Quickly I ran the Tragick Story o'er, 
Which made her pleas’d, amidft the Pangs fhe bore. 
Dd 4 eet 
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That done, fhe rolls in Death her dizzy Eyes, 
And with a Sigh, which I receiv’d, the Dies. 





Here did the Youth his doleful Tale conclude, ' . 

A Tale too doleful to be long purfu’d. 

But this ill chofen Inftance will not do, 

Unlefs my Delia could be Jealous tao. 

But the, whene’er I woo fome other Fair, 

Shews.no Refentment, and betrays no Care. | 

She fees me court another, as unmov’dy | 

As fhe has always feen her felf belov'd. . 

That dreadful Thought redoubles all my Fear, 

That drowns my Hopes, and drives me to Defpair. 
| Defpair. 

No foreign Inftance need of this be fhown, 
To draw it beft, I muft defcribe my own. 
Tho’ of this kind all Ages can produce - 
Examples proper for the mourning Mufe; _ 

Yet 


/ 
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Yet all to me mutt the firft place refign, 
None ever was fo juft, fo deep as mine. 
All Day and Night I fing, and all Day long, - 
I Love, and I Defpair; makes all my Song. | 
Revolving Days the fame fad Mufick hear, 
Unchang’d thofe Notes, I Love, and I Defpair. 
To me, as to the Exccho, Fate affords 
No pow’r of Speech but for thofe doleful Words. 
Some glimpfeof Sun, fome chearful Beams appears 
Ev’n thro’ the gloomieft Seafon of the Year. 
My clouded Life admits no Dawn of Light, 
No Ray can pierce thro’ my Eternal Night. 
All there is difmal as the Shades beneath, 
And all i is dark as Hell, and fad as Death. 
My anxious Hours roll heavily away, 
| Depriv’d af Sleep by Night, and Peace by Day. 
My Soul no refpite from her Suff” rings knows, — 
And fees no End ‘of her Eternal Woes. 

In 
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In a long Line they run for ever on, 





And ftill encreafe, and lengthen as they run. 

By Flight to lofe my Ils in vain I try, 

_ From my defpairing Self I cannot fly. 

Where-e’er I go, I bear about my Flame, i 

Tn Cities, Countries, Seas, ‘tis ftill the fame. 
Scorch’d with my burning Pains, I fhun my Houfe, 
And ftrive in open Air to feek Repofe. oe 

My Flames, like Torches fhook in open Air, 
Grow; with dilated Heat, more furious there. 
Now to the moft retir'd, remoteft place, | 

Ev’n to Obfcurity, I fly for Eafe. 

Retirement ftill fomene the raging Fire, — 

And Trees,and Fields,and Floodsand Verfe conf; ng 
To fpread the Flame, and heighten the Defire. 
Wildly I range the Woods, and trace the Groves, 
Ta every Oak I tell my hopelefs Loves, — 


Torn 
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T orn n by. my Paffion, to the Earth I. ally 
I knee] to all the Gods, I pray to all. | 
Nothing but Eccho an{wers ta my Pray? Tp : | 
And fhe {peaks nothing but Def pairs Defpair. 
From Woods, and Wilds J no Relief receives 
But wander on, to try what Seas can give. 

, Deep thro’ the Tide, not knowing where I walk, 
To the deaf Winds, not knowing what, I talk. 

| Mad as the foaming Main, aloud I Ravey 

While ev'ry Tear keeps Time with ev'ry Wave. 


anit 
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One. and E uridice ; 


‘ 2 1 Tmitated from the 


| Tenth Book of OV ID's Metamorphofes. 


S° in old Times. the Mournful.Orpheus ftood, 
" Drowning his Sorrows in the Stygzan Flood. 


Whofe lamentable Story feems to be 
The neareft Inftance of a Wretchi like me. 


Already had he paft the Courts of Death, 
Andcharm’d with facred Verfe the Pow’rs beneath, 


On the foft Mufick of his Harp and Tongue, 
And the black Roofs reftor’d the wond’rous Song: 
No 


“While Hell, with filent Admiration hung 


u 
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No longer Tantalus effay’d to: fip 
The Springs that fled from his deluded Lip. 


Ixion lean’d, and liften’d on his Wheel; 
And Syipbus’s Stone, for once ftood fill.’ 
The Rav’nous Vulture had forfook his Meal, 
And T7tius felt his growing Liver heal: 


Their Urn the fifty Maids nd longer fills” Q 


Relenting Fiends to torture Souls forbore; 

And Furies wept, who never'wept before.: 
All Hell in Harmony was heard to moves _ 

With equal Sweetnefs as the Spheres above. 

Nor longer was his Charming Pray’r deny’d, _ 

All Hell confented to releafe his Bride. ne 
Yet could the Youth but fhort Poffeffion boaft, 

For what his Poem gain‘d, his Paflion loft os 
Ever they reftor’d her back-to him, and Life, 


They made him onthefe Terms receive his Wife. © 


If 
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If ‘ill he quite had pafs'd the Shades of Night, 
And reach’d the Confines of atherial Light, 
He turn’d to view his Prize; his wretched Prize 
Again was doom’d to vanifh from his Eyes. 
- Long had he wander’d on, and long forborn 
To look, but was at laft compell'd to turn. 
And now arriv’d where the Sun’ s piercing Ray 
Struck thro’ the Gloom, and madea doubtful Day, 
Backwards his Eyes th’ impatient Lover caft 
For one dear Look, and that one Look his laft. 
- Straight from his Sight flies his unhappy Wifes 
Who now liv’dtwice, andtwice was robb’d of Life. 
In vain, to catch the fleeting Shade he fought, 
She too in vain, bent backwards to be caught. 
Gods? what tumultuous raging Paflions toft 
His anxious Heart, when he perceiv’d her loft! 
How wildly did his dreadful Eye-balls roul ! 

How did all Hell at once opprefs his Soul ! 
To 


tee 
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To what fad height was his Diftrattion srown! — 
How deep his juft Defpair ! how near my own ! 


In vain with her he labour’d to return, 
All he could do was to fit down and mourn. 
In vain, (but ne’er before in vain) he fings 
At once the faddeft, and the fweeteft things. 
Stay, dear Euridice he crys, ah ! {tay ; 
Why fleets the lovely Shade fo faft away > 
Why am not I permitted to purfue, 
Why will not rig’rous Hell receive me too > 
Already has fhe reach’d the farther Shore, 
And I, alas! allow’d to pafs no more ; 
Imprifon’d clofer in the difmal Coaft, 


_ She's now, for ever, ever, ever loft. 


No Charms 2 fecond time can fet her free, 


Hell has her now again; would Hell had me. 


From 
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- From all his Pains let Titius be releasd, 

And in his ftead unhappier Orpheus plac’d: 7 

He feels no Torture, Til refufe to bear, 

Her Lofs is worfe than all he fuffers theré. 

Is this yout Bounty then ? ye Pow’'rs below f 

And théfe the thort-liv'd Bleffings you beftow ? 
Why did you fuch a cruel Covenant make > 

Which you but too-well knew I needs mutt break. 
Ah! by this Artifice, too late, I find — —— 
Your envious Nature never was inclir’d — ¢ 
T o be initirely Good, or throughly Kind. | 

Had you perfifted to refufe the Grant, 

I fhould not then have known the double Want: 
This was contriv’d by fome malicious Pow'r,— 

To {well my Woes; and make my Mis’ries more.’ © 
Plung’d in Defpair far deeper than at firlt; © 
And bleft a:thort, fhort while, to be for ever curft.. 


Ah ! 
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Ah! yet again relent, again reftore —_ | 
My. wretched Bride ; be Bounteous as before. 
Ah! let the force of Verfe as pow’rful be 
O'er you, as was the force of Love o’er me : 
And the dear Forfeit once again refign, 
Which: but for too much Love had ftill been mine. 


_ By that immenfe and.awful Sway you bear, 


That filent- Horrot that inhabits here; 


By thefe vaft Realms, and that unqueftion’d Right, 
By which you rule this Everlafting Night; 


_ Bythefe myTearsand Pray’rs,which once could moves 


Once more I beg you-to releafe my Love. 

Let her a little while with me remalny 

A little while, and the is yours again. 

The Date of mortal Life is finifh’d foo, . 

Swift is the Race, and fhort the Time to rut. 
Inevitable Fate your Night fecures, — | 
And fhe, and I, and all, at laft are yours, 


- 
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So fung the Charming Youth, in fuch a Strain y | 
But fung, and charm’d the fecond time in yain. — 
No longer could he move the Pow’rs below, 

Loft were his Numbers then, as mine are now. 
Torn with Defpair, he leaves the Stygiaw Lakes ;' ' 
And back to Light a loathfom Journey takes. 

No Light could chear him in his cruel Woes, 
Who bears about his Grief where-e’er, he poes. 

In facred Verfe his fad Complaints he ventss 

And all the Day, and all the Night laments. 
Inceffantly he fings, whofe moving Song . 

Draws Trees, and Stones and lift’ning Herdsalong. 
The Sy/van Gods, and Wood-Nymphs ftood around; 
And melting Maids were ravifh’d at the Sound. _ 
All heard the wondrous Notes, and all that heard, 
With utmoft Art addgefs’d the mournful Bard. 
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Not all their Charms his Conftancy could rmiove, 
Who fled ‘the. Thoughts of any fecond Love: 


‘When mad-to fee him flight their raging Fire, 


To mortal Hate converting fierce Defire, 
With theit own Hands; they madethe Youth expire. 
Such Proofs, my Delia, would I gladly give ; 
For thee I'd Die; without thee will not Live. 
I've felt already the fevereft Smart 
Death can infli€, for it was Death to part. 
The Parting? 
What Souls about to leave their Bodies bear, 
Forc'd to forfake their long-lov'd Manfions there ; 


The dying Anguifh, the Convulfive Pain, 


And all the racking Tortures they fuftain ; 

And mott of all, the Doubt, ‘the dreadful Fear, 
When thruft out thence, to go they know not where ; 
My Soul, fuch Pangs, fuch fad Diftra@tions knewy 
Force’d PY defpairing Love to part with you 

| Ee2 ¥Fixd 
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Fix’d on that Face where I could ever dwell, 
Charm’d into Silence by fome Magick Spell, ¢ 
I figh’d and thook, and could not fay Farewel. 
Down my fad Cheeks did Tears in Torrents roll, 
And Death’s cold damp fate heavy on my Soul. 





My trembling Eyes {wam. in a native Flood, 

As faft. as they wept Tears, my Heart wept Blood. . 
All Signs of defp’rate Grief poflefs'd my Face, 

My finking Feet feem’d rooted to their place, ¢ 
And fcarce could bear me to the laft Embrace. 
Gods ! where was then my Soul? that parting Kifs, — 
Was both the laft and deareft Tafte of Blifs. 

Ah ! fince that fatal time, I could not boaft 

_ Of Love, or Life, or Soul; all, all is loft. 

When the laft Moment that 1 had to ftay, 

Call'd me, like one condenan’d to Death, away. 
With ftaggering Steps I did my Path purfuey 

Yet oft I turn’d to take another Views ¢ 
Oft gaz’d, and figh’d, and murmur’d out Adieu. 
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PARTING 


Achilles and ‘Deidamia. 


Achilles Lad alang time lain difeuis’d like aWoman, 
in the Court of Nicomedes King of Bythinia, ma-— 
king ufe of that Habit, the better to carry on his 
Amours with Deidamia, Nicomedes’s Daughter, 
but he was at laft difcovered by the Subtilty of 

) Ulyffes; who putting a.Sword into his Hands, 

which he wielded too dexteroufly for a Woman, fa 

| betray'd him, and carried him to the Trojan War, 

the Greeks having been warn'd by the Oracle, that 
Troy foould never be taken, unlefs Achilles afffted 
atthe Siege. © + ; = = 


/ 


| 


HUS young Achilles, in Bythinia’s Court, 
T Had made a private, and a long Refort: 
Drefs'd like a Maid, the better to improve, —— 
| With his fair Princefs, undifcover'd Love. 

Ee3 | Where 
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Where Hours and Days, he might fecure receive 
The mighty Blifs that mutual’ Love could give. 
Where in full Joys the Youthful Pair remain‘d, | 
And nought awhile, but laughing Pleafures reign’d, | 
‘Till at the laft, the Gods were envious grown; 

To fee the Blifs of Man furpafs theirown. ~ — . 
All Greece was now with Hefen’s Rape alarm’d, 
And all its Princes to revenge her arm’d. 

When fpiteful Pow’rs foretold them, their Defcent 
Would be in vain, unlefs Achilles went. | 

In vain they might the Phrygian Coaits invade, | 
scale Troy in vainy no Onfet could be made, ¢ 
That fhould fucceed, without that Hero’s Aid. 

And now Ulyffes, by a crafty Slight, 

Had found him out in his Difguife’s {pight. 

Who tho’ betray'd by His Unhappy Fate, 

Had too much Senfe of Honour to Retreat. 


Which 
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Which when his Charming Deidamia knew, 





She to her late difcover’d Lover flew. 

On his dear Neck her fnowy Arms fhe hung, 
And ftreaming Tears awhile reftrain’d her Tongue. 
But at the laft her difmal Silence broke, 
Thefe mournful Words the weeping Princefs {poke. 


Whither, ah! whither would Achilles flee >? 
From all he’s deareft to, from Love, and me? 
Are not my Charms the fame ? the fame their Pow’r? 
Have I loft mine > or, has Bellona more ? 
Oh! let me not fo poorly be forfook; 
But view me, view me, with your ufual Look. 
Would you, Unkind, from thefe Embraces break? 
Is Glory srown fo Strong > or I fo Weak ? 
Glory is not your only Call, I fear, 


You ga to meet fome other Miftrefs there, 


Ee 4 | Go 
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Go then, Ingrateful, tho’ from me you fly, | 
You’ll never meet with one fo fond as I: 
But fome Camp Miftrefs, lavith of her Charms, 
Devoted to a Thoufand Rival Arms. 
~ Then will you think, when fhe is Common grown, 
On De:damia, who was all your own: 
Thus will I clafp thee to my panting Breaft, 
And thus detain thee to my Bofom prefs‘d, 
And while I fold thee thus, and thus difpenfe 
_ Thefe Kiffes, to reftore thy wand’ring Senfe, 
What difmal Sound of War fhall {natch thee hence ? 
What tho’ the Gods have order’d you fhould go, 

Or Greece return Inglorious from her Foe> 
: _ Haye not the felf-fame cruel Gods decreed, 
That if you went, you fhould as furely Bleed? 
Then fince your Fate is deftin’d to be fuch, 
Ah! think, can any Zroy be worth fo much? 


Let 
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Let Greece, whate’er fhe pleafe for Vengeance give, 
Secure at Home fhall my Achilles live. 
Troy, built by Heav’nly hands, may ftand, or fall ; 
You never fhall obey the Fatal Call. 
) Your Deidamia {wears you fhall not go, 
Life would be dear to you, if fhe were fo,: 
If not your own, at leaft my Safety prize, 
For with Achilles, Deidamia dies. 


All this, and more, the lovely mournful Maid 
Told the fad Youth, who figh’d at all the faid. 
Yet would he not:his Refolution break, 
Where ail his Fame and Honour lay at Stake: 
Now would he think on Arms, but when he gave 
A fide-long Glance on her he’ was to leave, 

Then his tumultuous Thoughits began to jar, 
And Love and Glory held a doubtful War. 


ee 


“Til 
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‘Till with a deep-drawn Sigh, and mighty courfeé 





Of Tears, which nothing elfe but Love could farces 
| To the dear Maid he turtis his wat'ry Eyes, ~ 
And to her fad Difcourfe, as fad replyes. 
Thou Jate beft Blefling of my joyful Heart, 
_ Now grown my Grief; fince I muft now depart, 
Behold the Pangs-I bear; look up, and fee 
How much I grieve to go; and comfort me. 
Curfé on that cunning Traitor’s fmooth Deceit, 
‘Whofe:Craft has made me, to my Ruin, great. 
Curfe on that Artifice by which I fell, - 
Curfe on thefe Hands for wielding Swords fo well, 
Tho’ I fhould ne’er fo fit for Battel prove; 
All my Ambition’s to be fit for Love. 
In his foft Wars I would my Life beguile, 
- With thee contend in the tranfporting Tous ¢ 
Ravith’d to read my Triumph in thy Smile. 
| Boldly 
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Boldly I'd ftrive, yet ev’n when Conqu’ring, yield 
To thee the Glory of the bloodlefs Field. 
With liquid Fires, melt thy rich Beauties down; 
Rifle thy Wealth, yet give thee all my own. 
So fhould our Wars be Rapture and Delight ; : 


But now I'm fummon'd to another Fight. 


?Tis not my Fault, that I am forc’d away ; 


pee ere 


But when my Honour calls, 1 mutt obey. 
Durft I not Death and ev'ry Danger brave, ° 
I were not worthy of the Blifs I have. 


_ More hazards than another would I meet, ~ 


wa. 


Only to lay more Lawrels at your Feet. 


Oh ! do not fear that I fhould faithlefs prove, 
For You, my only Life, have all my Love. 
The thought of You fhall help me to fubdue, 


I'll Conquer fafter, to return to You. 


But if my Honours fhould be laid in Duft, 
And J] muft fall, as Heav’n has faid I muft; 
Se | Ev'n 
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Ev'n in my Death, my only Grief will be, 
That I for ever fhall be fnatch’d from thee, 
That, that alone, occafions all my Fears, | | 





Shakes my Refolves, and melts me into Tears. 
My beating Heart pants to thee, as-I fpeak, 

And wifhes, rather than depart, to break. 

Feel how it trembles with a panick Fright ; 

Sure it will never fail me thus in F ight. 

Icannot longer hold this fond Difcourfe, 

For now the Trumpets found our fad Divorce. . 

Sound ev’ry Trumpet there, beat evry Drum; 

Ufe all your Charms to make Achilles come, 
Farewel—Alas ! I have not time to tell 


How wondrous loath I party—once more Farewel. 


Like me be Conftant, and likeme be True: 


Remember me, as I'll remember you, . 
Gods ! I fhal] ne’er begone; Adieu, Adieu; Adieu. 


Abfence. 


J 
y 
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| Abfence. 

Happy that am’rous Youth, whofe Miftrefs hears 
His {welling Sighs, and fees his falling Tears. 
What Savage Maid her Pity can deny 
A breaking Heart, and a ftill ftreaming Eye. 
Abfent, alas! he {pends them all in vain, 





While the dear Caufe is ign'rant of his Pain. 
Yet wretched as he is, he might be bleft, 
Would he himfelf contribute to his Reft. 
Would he refolve to ftruggle thro’ the Net, — 
And, but a while, endeavour to forget. 

But his mad Thoughts run ev'ry Paflage o’er, 
And anxious Mem'ry makes his Paffion more. 
Perplexing- Mem’ry, that renews the Scene 
Of his paft Cares, and keeps him {till in Pain. 
Keeps a poor Wretch. perpetually opprefs'd, — 
And never Jets Unhappy Lovers reft. | 
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' Lets thern no Pangs, no cruel Suff'rings lofe, 

But heeps their paft, upon their prefent Woes. 

_ Such was Leander’s Mem'ry, when remov'd, 

And funder'd by the Seas,‘ from all he lov'd. 

The gathet’d Winds had wrought the Tempeft high; 
Tofs’d up the Ocean, and obfeur’d the Sky; ~ 
And at this time, with an impetuous Sway; 

Pour'd forth their Forces, and poffefs’d the Sea. 
When the Bold Youth ftood raging on the Beach, 
To view the much-lov’d Coaft he could not reach. } 
His reftlefs Eyes ran all the Diftance o'er; - 

And from afar difcern’d his Hero’s Tow’r. 

Thrice, Naked in the Waves his Skill he try’d, 

And ftrove, as he was us'd, to ftem the Tide. 

But tumbling Billows threatned prefent Wrack; 

And rifing up againft him, dafh’d him back. 

Then like a gallant Soldiers forc'd to go; 

Full of brave Wrath; from a prevailing Foe; 


Again; 





Again, to Town, he makes his fad Refort, 

To fee what Ships would loofen from the Port. 
Finding but one durft launch into the Seas, 

He writes a Letter, fill’d with Words like thefe. 


LEANDERs 





EPISTLE to 
ice E R O: 
| In Imitation of 


Parr of that of OV JD. 


R 


EAD this; yet benot troubled, when you read, — 
Your Lover comes not, in his Letter’s flead. _ 
On you all Health, all Happinefs attend, 


Which I would much, much rather bring, than fend. 


_ But now thefe envious Storms obftru@ my Way, 
And only this bold Bark durft put to Sea. 
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I too had come, had not my Parents Spyes 

Stood by, to watch me with fufpicious Eyes. 

How mariy tedious Days and Nights are paft, 

Since I was fuffer'd to behold you laft > 

Ye fpiteful Gods, and Goddeffes, who keep 

Your wat’ ry Courts within the fpacious Deeps .__ : 
Why, at this time, are all the Winds broke forth ? 
Why {well the Seas beneath the furious North? 

Tis Summer now, when all fhould be ane 

The Skies unclouded, undifturb'd the Main’; 
Winter is yet unwilling to appeary 

But you invert the Seafons of the Year. 

Yet let me oncé attain the with'd-for Beachy .: -' 
Out of the now Malicious Neptune's reach: = <- 
Then blow, ye Winds; ye troubled Billows roar; _ 
Roll on your angry Waves, and-lafh the Shore ;: 
Ruffle the Seas, drive the Tempeftuous Air 5 
Be one continu’d Storm, to keep me there. 


Ah! 
v 
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Ah! Hero, when to you my Courfe is bent, — 








I feem to flide along a {mooth Defcent: 
But in returning thence, I clamber up, 


And fcale, methinks, fome lofty Mountain’s top. 


Why, when our Souls by mutual Love are join’d, 
Why are we funder'd by the Sea and Wind? | 
Either, make my Ad:dos your Retreats 

Or let your Se¢/fos be my much-lov’d Seat. 


This Plague of Abfence I-can bear no mores 


Come what can come, Ili fhortly venture o’er. 

Not all the rage of Seas, nor force of Storms, 
Nothing, but Death, fhall keep me ftom thy Arms. 
Yet may that Death at leaft fo friendly prove, 

To float me to the Coaft of her I love. 

Let not the Thought occafion any Fear; 

Doubt not, I will be foon, and fafely, there: 

But ‘till that time, let this employ your Hours, 
And fhew you, that I can be none but Yours. 

ar FE Mean 
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Mean while the Veffel fromm the Land withdrews 
When Heav'n took Pity on a Love fo true; 
The Winds to blows the Waves to tofs forbore;_ 
_ In leaps the ravifh’d Youth, and ventutes oer, ¢ 
With a {mooth Paffage to the farther Shore. 





Now tothe Port the profp’rous Lover drives, 1 
And fafely after all his oils arrives. . 
Diffolv'd in Blifs, he lyes the live-long Night, 
Melts, Languifhes, and Dies in vaft Delight. 
But that Delight my Mufe forbears to Sing, 
She knows the Weaknefs of her Infant Wing. 
As when the Painter ftrove to draw the Chief 
Of all the Grecians, in his height of Grief ; 
In ev'ry Limb the well-fhap’d Piece excell’dy 
But coming to the Face, his Pencil fail'd. 
There modeftly he ftaid, and held, for fear 

_ He fhould not reach the Woe hte fancy’d there ; 


X 


But 
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Barecund cheaouful Hed sVel he caiese; 
That Men might guefs, at what he could not thew. 


So when our Pleafure rifes to excefs, 


No Tongue can tell ity and no Pen exprefs. 


_ Love will not have his Myfteries reveal’d, 


And Beauty keeps the Joys it gives conceal’d. 
And ‘till thofe Joys my Desig lets me know; 


To me they hall continue ever fo. 


Ah! Delia, would Indulgent Love decree, 
Thy faithful Slave that Heaven of Blifs with thee; 


- What then fhould be my Verfe? what daring flights 


Should my Mufetake? reach what Ceeleftial heights > 
Now in defpairy with drooping Notes fhe fings, © 
No dawn.of hope to raife her on her Wings. 

In the warm Spring the warbling Birds rejoice, | 
And in the {miling Sun-fhine tunetheir Voice. 


FF > -Bask’d 
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Bask’d in the Beams, they ftrain their tender Throats, 
Where chearful Light infpires the charming Notes 
Such, and fo charming fhould my Numbers be, 

If yous my only Light, would fmile on me.. 

Your Influence would infpire as moving Airs, — 
And make my Song as foft and {weet as theirs. 
Would you but once aufpicioufly incline 

To raife his Fame, who only writes for thine ; 

rd fing fuch Notes, as none but you could teach, 
And none but one who loves like me can reach. 

— Secure of you, what Raptures could I boaft ? 

How wretched fhall I be when you are loft? 

Ah! think what Pangs defpairing Lovers prove, 

| And what a blefs'd Eftate were mutual Love. 

How might my Soul be with your Favour rais’d ? 
And how in pleafing you, my felf be pleas‘'d? 

With what Delight, what Tranfport, could I burn? 
Did but my Flames receive the leaft return. 


How 


rh 
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How would one tender Look, one pitying Smile, 


_ Or one kind Word from you, reward my Toil? 


It muft, and would your tend’reft Pity move, 
Were you but once convinc'd how well I Love. 
By ev'ry Pow’r that reigns and rules on highy 
By Love, the mighti’ft Pow’r of all the Sky; 
By your dear Self, my laft great Oath, I {weas, 
That neither Life, nor Soul, are half fo dear. 
What need I thefe fuperfluous Vows repeat ? 


Already figh’d fo often at your Feet. 


You know my Paflion is fincere and true, 

I love you to excefs; you know I do. 

No Tongue, no Pen, can what I feel exprefs, 
Ev’n Poetry it felf muft make it lefs. 

You haunt me ftill, where-ever I eter: 
There’s no Retreat, fecure from Fate, or Love. 


My Soul from yours, no diftance can divide, 


No Rocks, nor Caves, can from your Prefence hide. 


FF By 


440 The Fiftory of Love. 





By Day; your lovely Form fills all my Sight, , 
Nor do  lofe you, when I lofe the Light, ¢ 
You are the charming -Phantome’ of the Night. 

Still your dear Image dances in my views 

And all my reftlefs Thoughts run ftill on you. 
You only are the fleeping Poet’s Dream, 

Andwhen awake, you only are his Theme. 

Were I by fome yet harder Fortune, hurl’d 

To the remoteft Parts of all the World; ; 

The coldeft Northern Clime, the Torrid Zone, 
Should hear me fing of you, and you alorie. 

That pleafing task fhould all my Hours employ, 
Spent in a charming melancholy Joy. 

The Chorus of the Birds, the whifp’ring Boughs, 
And murm’ring Streams,thould join tofoorh: my Woes. 
My Thoughts of you fhould yield .a fad Delight, 
While Joy and Grief contend dike Day and Ni ght. 
With Smiles and Tears, refembling Sun 2d Rain, 
To keep the Pleafure, T'd endure the Pain, 


ij 
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if | fuch Content my troubled Soul could know. . 
Such Satisfaction, mix’d with fo much Woe; 





Af but my Thoughts could keep my Wwuhes warm, 
‘Ah! howwould your tranfporting Prefence charm? | 


How pleafant would thefe patlle(s Wilds appear, 


' Were you alone my kind Companion here? 


What fhould I then have left me to deplore ? 
Oh! what Society. to with for more ? | 

No Country thou art in, can Defart be, 

And Towns are defolate, depriv’d of thee. 
Ranith’d with thee, I could an Exile bear 5 
Banith’d from thee, the Banifhment lyes there. 


| Ito fome lonely dfle with thee,conld fly, 


Where not a Creature dwells but thou and J; 
Where a wide fpreadiag Main around us roars, 
Befprinkling, with its Foam, ur defart Shores 
Where Winds and ‘Waves in ,endlefs Wars. engage, 
And high-wrought Tides sall-with EternalRages - 
| Ff4 0 02. Wheee 
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Where Ships far off their fearful Courfes fleer, : 


And no bold Veffel ever veritures near, 


Should rifing Seas {well over ev’ry Coaft, 


Were Mankind in a fecond Deluge loft, ©‘ - « 


Did only two of all the World furvive, 

Only one. Man, one Woman left alives 

And fhould the Gods that Lot to us allow, 
Were I Deucalion, and my Pyrrba, thous 
Contentedly I fhould my Fate embrace, 

And would not beg them to renew our Race ; 
All my moft ardent Withes fhould implore, 
AllI fhould ask from each indulgent Pow’r, ¢ 
Would be ta keep thee fafe, and have no more. 
Your Cruelty occafions all my Smart, 

Your Kindnefs could reftore my bleeding Heart. 
You work me to a Storm, you make me Calm; 
You give the Wound, and can infufe the Balm. 
Of you I boaft, of you alone cemplain, 

My greateft Pleafure, .and my greateft Pain. 


meet EY 
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When-e’er you grieve, I'can no Comfort know; 
And when you firft are pleas’d, I mutt be fo. 


‘While you are well, there’s no Difeafe I feel, 


And I enjoy no Health, when you are Ill. 
What e’er you do, my Actions does-diredt, © 
Your Smile can raife me, and your Frown deject. 


Whom e’er you Love, I, by the felf-fame Fate, 


_ Love too; and hate, whatever Wretch you hate. 


With yours, my Withes and my Paffions join, 


‘Your Humour, and your Int’reft, all is mine. 


I thare in all;. nor can my Fortunes be 
Unhappy, let but Fortune {mile on thee, 
You can preferve, you only can deftroy, . 


Increafe my Sorrow, or create my Joy. 


- From you, and yqualone, my Doom I wait, 


You are the Star, whofe Influence rules my Fate. 


On yours my Being, and my Life depend, 


And mine fhall laft no more, when yours muft end. 


No 
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No Toil sai be too great, no Task too hard, 
Were you at laft to be my rich Reward. | 

In ferving you, I’d {pend my lateft Breath, 
Brave any Danger, run on any Death. © 

I live but for your fake, and when I dye; 

All I fhall pray for, is, may you be by. 

No Life, like Living with thee, can delight ; 
No Death can pleafe, like Dying in thy fight. 
Oh! when I muft, by Heav’ns fevere Decree, 
Befnatch’d from all that’s dear, be{natch’d from thee, 
May’ft thou be prefent, to difpel my Fear, 

And foften with thy Charms the Pangs I bear. 

~ While on thy Lips pour my parting Breatt, 
Look thee all o’er, and clafp thee clofe in Death ; 
Sigh out my Soul upon thy panting Breaft, 

And witha Paflion not to be exprefs'd, _ 
Sink at thy Feet into Eternal Reft. 


SEVE- 
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= Took this Revenge on the Deceit ful Maid. . 
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Tranaced i into Engli if VERSE. 





| “5 H 5. 
Story of Narciffus and Eccha 3 ; 
F R OM TH E 
Third Book of OVID’s Metamorphofes. 


j ew ymph this lovely Huntfina nview'd ’ 
Ais he into the Toils tris Prey purfu'd. 
Tho' of the pow’r of Speaking firft debarr’d, 


She could not hold from anfw’ring what fhe heard. 


The Jealous F#m, by her Wiles betray'd, 


For 
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For when fhe might have feiz'd her faithlefs Fove, 
Often in am'rous Thefts of lawlefs Love 5 

Her tedious Talk would make the Goddefs ftay, 
And give her Rivals time to run away: 

Which when fhe found, thecry’d, For fucha Wreng, 


Small be the pow’r of that Deluding Tongue. 
Immediately the Deed confirm’d the Threats, 





For Eccho, only what the hears repeats. 


Now at the Sight of the fair Youth the glows, 

_ And follows filently where-e’er he goes. 

The nearer fhe purfu’d, the more fhe mov'd, 

Thro’ the dear Track he trod, the more fhe lov’d. 
Still her Approach enflam’d her fierce Defirey 

As Sulph’rous Torches catch the Neighb’ring Fire. 
How often would fhe ftrive, but ftrive in vain, 
-To tell her Paflion, and confefs her Pain > 


a 
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h A thoufand tender things her Thoughts fuggeft, _ 


With which fhe would have woo’d; but they, wr 6 
For want of Speech, lay buried in her Breaft. Lpreft 
Begin fhe could not, but fhe ftaid to wait 

‘Till he fhould fpeak, and fhe his Speech repeat. 
Now feveral ways his young Companions gone, 
And for fome time Narcz/fus left alone : 

Where are you all? at laft fhe hears him call ; 
And fhe ftrait Anfwers him, Where are you all ? | 
Around he lets his wandring Eye-fight roam, 

But fees no Creature whence the Voice fhould come. 
Speak yet again, he cries, is any nigh ? 

Again the mournful Eccho anfwers, J. 

Why come not you? fays he, appear in view; | 
She haftily returns, Why come not you ? 

Once more the Voice th’ aftonifh’d Huntfman try’d, 
Louder he call'd, and louder the reply’d. 


Then 
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Then let us join, at laft Narciffus-faid; 

Then let us joins reply'd the ravith’d Maid. 

Scarce had fhe fpoke, when from the Woods fhe fprungy 
And on his Neck with clofe Embraces hung. . 
But he with all his Strength unlocks her Fold, 

And breaks unkindly from her feeble hold : 

Then proudly cries, Life thall this Breaft forfake, 
Eer you, loofe Nymph, on me your Pleafure take. 





On me your Pleafure take, the Nymph replies, 
While from her the difdainful Huntfman flies. 
Repuls’d, with {peed the feeks the gloomieft Groves, 
And pines to think on her rejected Loves. 
Alone laments her il requited Flame, 
And in the clofeft Thickets fhrouds her Shame. 
Her Rage to be rofus'd yields no Relief, 

But her fond Paffion is encreas'd by Grief. 
. The thoughts of fuch a Slight all Sleep fupprefs'ds 
And kept her languifhing for want of Reft : 
BS Now 


ae 
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Now pines the quite away with anxious Care, 

Her Skin contracts, her Blood diflolves to Airs 
“Nothing but Voice and Bones fhe now retains, | 
Thefe turn ‘to Stones, but ftill the Voice remains : 
In Woods, Caves, Hills, for ever hid fhe lyes, 
Heard by all Ears, but never feen by Eyes. 





“Thus her and other Nymphs, his proud Difdain, 
With an unheard of Cruelty had flain. 
Many on Mountains, and in Rivers born, | 
Thus perifh’d underneath his haughty Scorn: 
When one, who in their Suff ‘rings bore a Sharey 
With fuppliant Hands addrefs'dthis humble Pray’r ¢ 
Fhus may he Love himfelf, and thus Defpair. 
Nor were her Pray 'rs at an il1 Hour preferr'd, 
Rhamnufia, the Revengeful Goddefs, heard. 
Nature had plac’d a Cryftal Fountain near, 
The Water deep, but to the bottom clear: : 
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Whofe Silver Spring afcended gently ups 

And bubbled foftly to the filent Top : 

The Surface {mooth, as Icy Lakes appear'd, 
Unknown by Herdfman, undifturb’d by Herd. 

No bending Tree above its Surface grows; 

Or {catters thence its Leaves, or broken Boughs ; 
Yet at a juft convenient diftance {tood, 

All round the peaceful Spring, a ftately Woods 
Thro’ whofe thick topsno Sun could fheot his Beams, 
Nor view his Image in the Silver Streams 3 
Thither from Hunting, and the fcorching Heat, 
The wearied Youth was one day led by Fate. 
Down.en his Face to drink the Spring he lyes; 
But as his Image in that Glafs he {pies, ¢ 
He drinks in Paflion deeper, at his Eyes. 

His own Reflection works his wild Defire ; 

And he himfelf fets his own felf on Fire. 


Fix’d 


{ 


j 
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Fix'd as fome Statue, he preferves his place, 


Intent his Looks, and motionlefs his Face. 


Deep thro’ the Spring his Eye-balls dart their Beanis, 


Like Midnight Stars that twinkle in the Streams. 
His Iv’ry Neck the Chryftal. Mirrour fhows; 
~ His waving Hair above the Surface flows, 
His Cheeks tefled the Lilly and the Rofe: 
His own Perfection all his Paflions mov'd, 
He loves himfelf, who for himfelf was lov'd 3 
Who fecks is fought ; who kindles the defires 
Is fcorch’d himfelf; who is admir’d, admires; 
Oft would he the deceitful Spring embrace, 
“And feek to faften on that lovely Face. 


, 


-_Oft with his down-thruft Arms he thought to fold, 


About that Neck that ftill deludes his hold. 
He gets no Kiffes from thofe coz’ning Lips, 
His Arms erafp nothing, from himfelf he flips. 


=e 
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He knows not what he views, and yet purfues 
His defp’rate Love, and burns for what he views. 

_ ¢ Catch net fo fondly at a fleeting Shade, | 

‘¢ And be no longer by your felf betray’d, 

“ It borrows all it has from you alone, 

‘S And it can boaft of nothing of its own : 

«© With you it comes, with you it ftays, and fo 

*© Would go away, had you the power to go. 
Neither for Sleep nor Hunger would he moves 
But gazing ftill, augments his hopelefs Love : 
Still o'er the opring he keeps his bending Head, 
Still with that flatt’ring Form his Eyes he fed, ¢ 
And filently furveys the treacherous Shade. 

To the deaf Woods, at length, his Grief he vente, 
And in thefe Words the wretched Youth laments. 
Tell me,ye Hills and Dalesand Neighb’ring Graves, 
You that are confcious of fo many Loves; _ 


Say, 
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Say, have you ever feen a Lover pine 

Like mes or ever knew a Love like mine ? 

I know ot whence this fudden Flame fhould come ; 

I like and fee, but fee I know not whom : 

What grieves me more, no Rocks, nor rolling Seas; 

No Strong-wall'd Cities, nor untrodden Wayss 

Only a flender; Silver Stream deftroys; 

And cafts the Bar between our fundred Joys: 

Even he too feems to feel an equal Flame, 

The fame his Paffion; his Defires.the fame ‘ 

As oft as I my longing Lips decline 

To join with his) his mount to meet with mine: _ 

So near our Faces and our Mouths approach, 

That almoft to our felves we feem to touch : 

Come forth whoc’er thou art, and do not fly 

From one fo paffionately fond as I ; 

I've nothing to deferve your juft Difdain; 

But have been lov’d, as I love you, in vain. 
Ggiz. Yet 
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Yet all the Signs of mutual Love yeu give, 

And my poor hopes in all your Adtions live: 
When in the Stream our Hands I ftrive to joins | 
Yours ftraight afcend, and half way grafp at mine. 
You Smile my Smiles ; when I a Tear let fall, 
You fhed another, and confent in all : 

And when I f{peak, your lovely Lips appear 

To utter fomething, which I cannot hear. 

Alas ! ‘tis I my felf ; too late I fee, 

My own deceitful Shade has ruin’d me. 

With a mad Paffion for my {elf 'm curs‘d, 

And bear about thofe Flames I kindled firft. 

In fo perplex’d a Cafe, what can I do? 

Ask,~or be ask’d > fhall I be woo'd, or wooe > 
All that I wifh, I have, what would I more > 

Ah ! ’tis my too great Plenty makes me Poor. 
Divide me from my felf, ye Powers Divine ! 


Nor let his Being intermix with mine. 
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All that I love, and with for, now retake; 
A ftrange Requeft for one in Love to make! 


I feel my Strength decay with inward Grief, 


And hope to lofe my Sorrows with my Life: _ 


Nor would I mourn my own untimely Fate, 
Were he J love allow'd a longer Date : | 


This makes me at my cruel Stars repine, — 


That his much dearer Life muft end with mine. 


This faid, again he turns his watry Face, 

And gazes wildly in the Cryftal Glafs, 

While ftreaming Tears from his full Eye-lids fell, © 
And, drop by drop, rais’d Circles in the Well : 


_ The feveral Rings, larger and larger fpread, 


_ And by degrees difpers’d the fleeting Shade; 


Which when perceiv'd, Oh whither would you gO? 
He cries, ah! whither, whither, fly you now ? 
Stay, lovely Shade, do not fo cruel prove, 

Jn leaving me, who to Diftrattion Love : 


Gg Let 


“he 
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Let me ftill fee what ne’er can be poffefs’d, 
And with the fight alone my Frenzy feaft. 
Now frantick with his Grief, his Robe he tears, 
And Tokens of his Rage his Bofom bears ; 
The cruel Wounds on his pure Body fhow, 
Like Crimfon mingling with the whiteft Snow : 
Like Apples with Vermilion-circle’s ftripe, 





Or a fair Bunch of Grapes not fully ripe. 

But when he looks, and fees the Wounds he made, 
Writ on the Bofom of the Charming Shade; 

Hits Sorrow would admit of no Relief, 


But all his Senfe was {wallow’d in his Grief. 


As Wax, near any kindled Fuel plac’d, 


| Melts, and is fenfibly perceiv'd to watte : 


As Morning Frofts are found to Thaw away, 


When once the Sun begins to warm the day: 


Sa 





So the fond Youth diffolves in hopelefs Fires, 

And by. degrees Confumes in vain Defires : 

His lovely Cheeks now lboft their white and red, 

Diminifh’d was his Strength, his Beauty fled ; 

His Body from its juft Proportions fell, 

Which the fcorn’d Eccho lately lov'd fo well. 

Yet tho’ her firft Refentments fhe retain’d, 

And ftill remembred how the was difdain’d ; 

She figh’d, and when the wretched Lover cry’d, 

, Alas; Alas, the woful Nymph reply’d ; 

Then whengwith cruel Blows,his Hands would wound 

~ His tender Breaft, fhe {till reftor’d the Sound. 

Now hanging o’er the Spring his drooping Head, 

With a fad Sigh, thefe dying Words he faid ; 

Ah! Boy, belov'd in vain! Thro all the Plain | 

ECCHO refounds, Ah ! Boy, belav’d in vain ! 

Farewel, he cries, and with that Word he dy'd. 
Farewel, the miferable Nymph reply’d. | 

| Ge4 | Now 
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Now pale and breathlefs on the Grafs he lyes ; 
For Death had fhut his Self-admiring Eyes. 
Now wafted over to the Stygian Coatt, 





The Waters there refle& his wandring Ghoft ; 

In loud Laments his weeping Sifters mourn, 
Which Eccho makes the Neighb’ring Hills return. 
All Signs of defp’rate Grief the Nymphs exprefs, 
Great 1s the Moan, yet is not Eccho’s lefs, 


THE 
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THE 


Ss T OR Y 
OF | 


Salmacs and Hermaphroditus ; : 
| FROM THE 
- Fourth Book of OV ID's Metamorphofes. 


BMHE lovely Sc/macis the Fountain own’d, 
T ANymph with ev'ry blooming Beauty crown'd. 
Unprattis'd in the Chafe, untaught to throw - 
The thrilling Dart, or bend the ftubborn Bow. 
Never engag’d in Races on the Plain, | 
Nor ever mingling with Dzana’s Train. 

_ Oft would her Sifters fay, Rife, rife for fhame,. 

_ And join with us in fome laborious Game. 

Seize on a Quiver, or a pointed Spear, 

Hunt the wild Boar, or chace the tim’rous Deer; 


Noa 
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No Quiver would the feize, no Javelin fhake, 

No Toy] indure, in no Fatigue partake. 

But in her Fountain is her fole Delight, 

For there fhe Bathes by Day, and Refts by Night, 
Still in that liquid Glafs her felf the drefs’d, 

~ And learn’d from thence, what Look became her beft. 
Now in thin Lawn, her lovely Limbs array'd, 
Stretch’d at their length, onthe foft Mofs were ng 
Thro’ the tranfparent Robes, to the full once 
Now languifhing fhe lyes, and gathers Flowers, 
Pluck’d from the blooming Sides of Neighb’ ring 
Thus was fhe bufied, when fhe chane’d to fpy 

The lovely Son of Hermes paling by. 

| At the firft fight, the found her Withes fir'd, 

And the fair Youth, as foan as feen, defir'd. 

Yet would fhe not approach, tho’ mad to meets 

Tho’ fhe could fcarce hold back her eager Feet, 


‘Till 


eS 


The Hi iftory of me 461 


*Till the might firft her utmoft Skill ie 


To make her Beauties to advantage fhow : 





Ufe all her Art to let her Charms appear, — 
Who, without Art, might well be reckon‘d fair. 


At laft attir’d fhe comes, at once fhe breaks 


Into thefe moving Words, and meltingly fhe {peaks.’ 


Such Charms dear Youth,dwell in your lovely Face; 
I cannot think you born of Human Race. 
If then a God, defcended from above, 
You are not fure, lefs than the God of Love. 


_ But if you fpring not from a Race divine, 


If come from any of a mortal Line; 
Happy, thrice happy, muft thy: Parents be, 
And all thy Kindred blefs'd, and proud of thee. 
Bleft were that Woman’s Breafts who fed thee firft, 
In whofe fond Arms thy Infancy was nurs’d. 

But 
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But more,—Oh ! infinitely more than all the reft, _ 
 Muft the fair Partner of thy Bed be blefs’d? 

If there be fuch, let us the Blifs divide, . 

Too great'to be by any one enjoy’d. ° 

If not already bound by Nuptial Vows, — 
Sealthem with me, make me the joyful Spoufe. = 
Here ftop’d the Love-fick Nymph; whofe Boldnefs 
"The bafhful Youth bluth, for the things fhe faid. 
Still Lovelier in his Bluthes look’d the Boy, 

Still her Defires grew fiercer to enjoy. 

So blufhes Fruit upon the Sunny-fide, 

So Iv'’ry fhews with deep Vermilion dy’d. — 

So in Eclipfes looks the lab’ring Moon, 

When ftain’d with red, her ftrugling Face is fhewn. 


Nearer and nearer now the Virgin mov'd, 


Ready to feize upon the Swain fhe lov’d. 


Difdain- 


The Fiftory of Love. 463 


c 





|, And cries, with bafhful Anger in his Face,. 


at 
it 


Difdainfully he flies her fond Embrace, 


__Forbear loofe Nymph, or I'll forfake the place. 
_ She, at that Menace from the Man fhelov'd, . _ 


Reply’d, ‘Tis yours, fair Youth; and fo remov'd. 
Yet at fome diftance, in a Thicket hid, — 

The Maid obferv’d what-e’er the Charmer did. 
Who now believing that he was not feen, 

With bolder Steps trips o’er the Flow’ry Green: 
Now to the Banks of that delightful Stream, fais 
Which the Fair Nymph that lov'd him, own’d, he 


Dipt in his Feet, and thence by finall degrees, 


Pleas’d with the warmth, he waded to the Knees. 


Then back unto the Banks again he goes, 
Downon the Ground his Silken Garments throws, ¢ 
And tothe ravifh’d Maid, all, all the Man he fhows. - 

His. Naked Charms her wondring Sight amaz’d, 
Who now with more impatient Longings gaz’d. 


Her 
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Herk. yes fhootFires,and fhine with {parkling flames, 





As when the §un plays on the Sulver Streams, 
Or whet a Cryftal Glafs reflects the Beams. | 
Mad to poffefs her Blifs, about to fly | 
‘Toi feize, and faften on the Lovely Boy, ¢ 
She burns with the delay of thetranfporting Joy. 

Now from the Flow’ry Bank, on which he ftood, 
" The lovely Youth leap'd down into the Flood. 
His skilful Arms fupport his fnowy Limbs, 
Still glitt’ring thro’ the sania in which hefwims. 
Like Iv’ ry Statues which the Life furpafss 
Or Lillies cover'd with a Cryftal Glafs. 
He's mine, he’s mine, the ravifh’d Virgin cries ; 
_ And ftrait difrob’d of aH, impatient flyess 
And plunging in the Flood, purfues her Joys. 
Now o'er his Neck her circling Arms fhe caft, 

Now. threw them lower, oer his ftrugling Watte. 


Her 
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‘Her twining Limbs on every fide fhe wound, 


Look’d him all o'er, and clafp'd him all around. 


*¢ So when a towring Eagle’s Talons bear, 


_ © A Snake clofe grip'd, and hiffing thro’ the Airs 


«© About his Neck the curling Serpent clings, 
« And fetters with his Tail his fpacious Wings. 


_ Still, tho’ detain‘d, the Boy the Blifs denies, 
Scill ftruggles to refift the Virgin's Joys. 
In vain you ftrive, the cries; this proud difdain, 


Foolith, ingrateful Youth, is all in vain. 


Grant, ye good Gods, no day, no time may fee 
Me fever'd from this Youth, or him from me. 


Strait into one their different Forms were twin’d, 


To the Maid’s Prayer propitious Gods inclin’‘d, 
And as they mingled Souls, their Bodies join’d. 


THE 
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THE 
PASSION 
, OF | 
SCY LLA for MFIFNOS: 
FROM THE 
Eighth Book of OVID’s Metamorphofes. 


Tower with founding Walls erected ftands; 

& The facred Fabrick of Apollo's Hands. 
His Harp laid by, the Strings their Airs difpenfe, 
And vocal Stones receiv'd their Vertue thence. 
- This Scylay in the ttme of Peace, afcends, 
And thence her Look o’er all the Lawns extends: 
Now with Delight fhe views the {pacious Town, 
Now; pleas'd with dropping little Pebbles down, ¢ 
‘Strikes a {weet Mufick from the warbling Stone. | 
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In times of Wars the felf-fame Profpect yields, — 
The pleafing horror of the bloody Fields: 

Long had they now in equal Balance htirig; - 

And doubtful Victory depended long. 

This gave her leifure to difcern.and know, - 
The feveral Leaders of the. Neighb’ting Foe.’ | 
Minos their Genetaly moft ofall fhe knew, -. . 


More than a virtuous Virgin ought to de: 
. ‘Whether his Helmet glitter'd from afars 


And with its waving Feathers tlireatned Wat. 
Whether his Hands, his fiining Sword would wield, 
Or his ftrong Arm raife his refulgent Shield. 
Whate’er fhe faw him. do, ‘he ’prais’d, and lovd, 
And kept him ftill iti view; where-cer he mov’d. 
Whene'er he fhook a Spear, or caft 4 Dart, 
She knew not which excell’d, his Strength, or Art: 
Whetie'ct he drew a Shafts fhe’d fwear, that fo 
Ev'n Phebus would himfelf difcharge his Bow. 
Hh. But 
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But whén his najted Vifage he difclos’d, 





\ 


His charming Face to publick view expos'd; 

When on his ‘foaming Horfe he rode the Plains, 
Ruling with skilful Hands the ftubborn Reins ; . 
Then like tempeftuous Seas her Paflions:roll, — 
Mad her fick-Brain, and rack her troubled Soul. 
Happy, fhe-calls the Courfer which he prefs'd; 
Happy, the Launte he couch’d within his Reft; ¢ 
_ Happy» the Vamplate that fecur’d ‘his Breaft. 

Now, would fhe think of flying to the Foe, 

And would have gone, had fhe a way to go. . 

_ Now, ‘headlong from the Tower her-felf have fent, 
And ventur’d Life, to reach her: Lover’s Tent. 
Open the brazen Gates, when Love. infpir'd,. 

Or aé& whate’er the Foe fhe lov’d, defir’d.. 

| Silent. fhe fate with a diftracted Look; 

"Till Paflion gave her ss and theh fhe {poke. 


Tn 
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In this unhappy Wats ‘and fatal Strife; | 
1 know not which to yield to, Joy or Grief. 
Tho’ ‘tis my Fate to love: my Country's Foe, . 
I had not {een him, had he not been fo. 
Yet might they let their ficéce Contentions fall; 
And making Peace, make me the Pledge for all: 
Minos and t once join’d,. our Wars mighit ceafe, 


And that. Alliance fix a lafting Peace. - 


Well might your Mother's Charms a God fubdue, 


If ever thé could: charm,’ dear Youth,. like you. 
Happy ! thrice happy ! t had I Wings to fly 

To yonder Tents, when the lov'd Foe does lye. 
I'd tell the dear Difturbér of my Ref, wy 
All that I feel; could’ it be all expres di: ae: 


And pour my Sdul-into thé" Charmet’s Breaft 


Give all’? can to make hind’ onde'tay own, < *- 
Au he fhoiala’ ask’; “all's but “my Father’s Crown. * 
: Hh This 
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This Love fhall ceafe, thefe fierce Defires fhall, lie, 
Erer I by Treachery, my With enjoy. © | 





Yet when a generous Foe difputes the Fields .- 
It is not fafeft to refift, but yield. 
The tragick Deft'ny of his darling Son, 
Has brought at laft thefe fatal Mifchiefs on. 
In a juft.Caufe, his vengeful Sword he draws, 
Strong ts his Army, to mairitain his Canfe. 
Needs muft my charming Hero profperous prove, — 
Then let him owe his Conquefts to my Love. 
Thus Thoufands will be fav'd, who elfe muft bleed, 
And daily perifh, if the Wars proceed. | 
Minos will thus be fafe, and I be bleft; 
Elfe he may ,¢haiice to perifh with the reft. 
Some rafh unknowing Hand his Spear may dart, 
Againft my too, too vent’rous Hero's Heart. 
For who, without.Concern, ‘his Wounds could fee 
Or who would’ wound him, if he knew: twas he? 

| a es ‘Tis 
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Tis then refolv'd'; left fuch a’ Chance fhould fall. 
On him I love fo well, Pf hazardall. 
My Country, and my felf; one Gift Fl join, | 





And make the Merit of his Conqueft mine. 

To will is nothing, when we can’t fulfil, — 

For wretched want of Power, the things we will. 
The Gates are kept with a fahicieat Guard, | 

And every Night my Father fees them barr’d. 
Tis he deftroys my Blifs, “tis him I fear 3. 
Would he were with the Dead, or I were there, 
Might I (not injring him) my Blifs purfue > | 
Indulgent Gods! but why invoke I you ? 

We our own Gods, have Power our felves to blefe, 
And from our felves derive our own Succefs. 

The only way to profper, is to dare, 

For Fortune liftens not to lazy Prayer. 

Others enflam’d with fuch a fierce Defire, 


~ ‘Hlave forc'd thro’ all, to quench their raging Fire. 


‘Hh 3 ) Shall 
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Shall any other then more res'lute prove ? 





Thro’ Fire and Sword, I'd force my way to Love. 
Yet to aflift me here, J need not call — 

For Fire, or Sword; my Father's Hair is all. 
That, that mutt Crown my Joys, and make me bleft, 
Beyond whatever elfe can be poffeft, _ ¢ 
Beyond what can be by my Words expreft. . 
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A 


PASTORAL ELEGY 


ON THE 


DEATH of DELIA 


Quam ‘une Mufe, vivet dum robora tellus 
"Dum colum m fellas, dum vebit Amnis AquAS. 


Tibullus, 


Daphmis, and — 
{ lament; 


Thyr. Prax wretched Swain, lye here, and here 
[fpent. 


Prefs not too far, your Strength, already 


Long has diftradting Sorrow made you rove 
‘Thro? ev’ ry defart Plain, and difmal Grove, ¢ 
Still filent with excefs of Grief, and Love. 

Feebly your. trembling Legs beneath you go, | 
And bend ) erburd’ ned with their Yoad of Woe 
‘Stay, and this Melancholy Grotto chute, 

A proper Manfion for a mourning Mute. 

7 Hh 4 Lay 
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Lay your tir’d Limbs extended on the Mofs, 
And tell the lift'ning Woods of Delia’s lofs : 
Here, the fad Mufe need no Difturbance fear, 


For not a living thing inhabits here. 





| Mutick may give your Sorrows fome Relief, 
And 1, by lift _ to yous {hare your Grief. 


‘Daph. What Mufick now can my fad Numbers boaft2 
What Mufe invoke ? alas! my- Mufe is loft. a 
Long fince my ufelefs Pipe was thrown afide, 

My Reeds were broke that Hour that Delia dy’d. 
From her alone their Infpiration came; | 
She gave the Verfe, and was the Verfes Theme. 

_ For ever thould my Sorrows keep me dumb, | 
Silent as Death, and hufh’d as‘ Dedia’s Tomb, 
‘Did not the force of Love unlock my Tongue, 
Left her dear Beauties fhould remain unfung. . 
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Her Charms let evry Mute confpire to tell, 
And that ofice done, let ev'ry Mufe farewel. 
This the laft Tribute of my Verfe I bring, 


To fing ber Death, and then no more to fing. 


Be ftill ye Winds, or in foft Whifpers blow, - 
Ye purling Streams, with gentle Murmurs flow, 
Let Lambs forbear to bleat, and Herds tq low. 


Let all in eafie mournful Numbers mave, 


Let all be foft, and artlefs as my Love. 


Oh! fhe was ev'ry way divinely fair, 
Charming in Perfon, and in Soul fincere. 
She wag, alas! more than the Mufe can tell, 


Well worthy Love, and was belov’d as well. 


She was, alas! thefe Tears that Saying draws, 
Oh! ‘tis a cruel, killing Word; She was. 


Now fhe no more mutt tread the flow’ry Plains, 
No more be gaz’d at by admiring Swains: 
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No more, the choiceft Flowers, and Daifies chufe, 





Or pluck the Pafture for :-her tender Ewes. 

Say, ye poor Flocks, how often have ye ftood ; 
And from her lovely Hands receiv’d your Food ? 
Now ye no more from. thofe fair Hands mutt feaft, , 
ThofeH ands,which gave the Flowers a {weeter Tafte. 
Mourn her, by whom ye were fo often fed, 

And cry with me, the Shepherdefs is dead. 

This the lat Tribute of my Verfe 1 bring, 

To fing her Death, and then no more to fing. 


Weep for her lofs, relenting Heav’n, and keep 
Time with our Tears; Heav'n feems apace to’ weep. 
In murm ‘ring Drops the mournful Rain diftills, 
And fable Clouds wrap round the Sides of Hills. 
The Goat forbears to browze, the tender Ewe 
Will drink no longer of the falling Dew: 

No Morning Larks their mounting ‘Wings difplay, 
Or cheer ‘with warbling Airs the ‘dusky Day. 
On 
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On Saat Boughs. fad Nightingales complain, :: 





Join in my Songs, .but fing like.me, in vain. 
In doleful Notes the murm’ring Turtles coo, ~~ 
Each of them feems t’have loft a ‘Delta too. 


The melting Air in Mifts its Sorrows fhews, 


* And cold damp Siveat the Face of Earth bedews. 


With Tears the River-Gods stile their Spring, 
~ Swans in fad Strains on {welling Waters fi ing. 

In Sighs the God of Winds his Paflion vents, 
And all, all Nature, for her Lofs laments. 

This the laft Tribute of my Verfe 1 bring, 
Tofing her Death, and then no more to fing. 


‘ How often, on the Banks of filver Thames, 
My Eyes on hers, and hers upon the Streams, 
Has the ftood liftning, whenItoldmy Flames? 
How often, has a fudden, fidelong Look, 

Seem‘d to confefs her Pity, when I {poke? 
7 oe : 3 ee, sie 
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Pity, Thad, though I cou’d feter move, _ 

In her cold Breaft,. the leaft return of Love.. 
Pity from her,’ more welcome did ieceive, | 
Than all the Love another Fair could give. 

And it.was fome, fome fmall Relief, to fee; . 
She.lov’d not others, tho’ fhe lov’d not me. | 
Say, gentel Tames, how often have I ftood, 
_ Viewing her dear Refledion in yqur Flood > ' 
When on her Face I durft not gaze for fear; 

_ , How often have I look'd, and found it there? 
How often have I wifh'd my Verfe might prove 








Smooth as your Stream, whene'er I writ of Love? 
Say, how your courteous Waves would never flow 
Ger any Path where fhe was us’d to go. 

Now let your River, hke my Eyes, runoer, sy. 

| Infule with fuller, Tides the defart Shore, — g 
And drown ic sciaracecabamaciaa walks mo more 


This 
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This the laft Tribute of my Verfe I bring, 
To fing ber Death, and then no more to fing. 


Blue Violets, and blufhing Rofes fade, 
Fold: your filk Leaves,and hang your drooping Head. ; 
Shut up your Sweets, and feem, like Deka, dead. 
Let Spring run backwards, and the Vintage bla, 
Let conftant Showers lay all the Country watte. 
Let Flames unto the Center downwards tend. — 
And let the F loods, untofs'd by Winds, afcend. 
Let all things change, and wear another F ACE, 
Let Nature not appear the fame fhe was. | 
Let Fowl to dwell beneath the Waters try, © 
And let the watry Herd attempt to fly 5 ; 
Let Wolves protect the F locks upon the Plains, . 
Let bafhful Virgins woo difdainful Swains: 
Let favage Death . its Cruelty purfue , 
— fince my ‘Delia's dead, let me die too. 

This 
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This the laft Tribute of my. Verfe'l bring, 
To fing her Death, and then no inore.to fing. | 





| See; whete thé God of Love all fad sppears, 
His fmoaking Torch extinguith'd with his Tears 
Well may he weep for his decliting Power 
His Charm is done, fince Delia is ho more. 


Thio’ her he conquer’d, » and thro’ her he reign’ds 
Het Beauties his decaying Sway fuftain ‘d; f 


And thé now r gone, his ——— is difdain d. 


See, where Diana, with a ftately Train 
Of goodly Nymphs, defcends upon the Plain: 
Each of them weeps, and leans upon her a 
And mourns her“fellow Dela wanting now. 
The Goddefs grieves to fee her Train decreas 4, 


And abate Sighs tbake ev’ *y Virgin Breaft: 
——_ -Unhurts 


Unhurt,. they let the Stags befide them pafs,. 





Nor follow Boars that tempt them to the Chafe. — 
In feveral Forms of Woe their Grief they vents _ 
And all with: me for Defza’s Lofs lament. — 
This the laft. Tribute of my Verfe I bring, 
To sfing her Death, and then no more to fing. . 

Look yonder, where the lovely Nymph is laid, 
I'll go, and on her Earth.recline my Head, ¢ 
Choak with my Sighs, and-haften to the Dead. 
Come hither all ye Swains, with Garlands come, 
_ Pour. out your Richeft Perfuntes on her Tomb. 
Let Myrtles on her Grave unplanted grows | 
In ready Wreaths :for evéry Lover's Brow. . 
Let Flowers, unknown before, ‘be daily feen - 
To raife their Heads above the fpacious Green, — 
Millions of blooming Sweets her Earth furround, 
And balmy Gurhs diftil ‘upon: the Ground. 

Here’ 
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Here let the tuneful Mufe fof ever ceafe, «Li 





To. give unutterable Sorrow place. _ 
Let Sighs and ftreaming. Tears refume their iti 
And my fad Eyes be their Etertial Source. : 
I'll go, and chufe fome melancholy Cave, 
As undifturb’d and fecrety asthe Grave.: =~ ~‘ - 
| Pll feaft mine Eyes with nothing fair on Earth’; 
Nor fhall my Ears-hear any - found of | Mirth.: 
Farewel ye. charming \Chotifters, that dwell =: 
tn facred-Grovess ye warbling Birds, farewel. 
Adieu ye Nymphs, adieu ye fellow Swains, eo 
Ye Silver Streams, fweet Swans, and flow’ ry Plains: 
-Farewel all happy Days, and {miling Hours, 
Refrefhing. Valleys, and delightful Bow’rs: | 
-  Adieu-to ev'ry Grottos evry Groves =. 


Adie to Poetry, adieu to Love. 0 
FINIS. 
SEE EO. \ a 
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